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Containing the Six Glowing Plays, viz. 
I. Maczzrn, a Tragedy. 
u. OrneLLo, Moor of VENICE, a Tragedy. 


III. The firſt Part of HENRY IV. with the Hu- 
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. Tirvs ANDRONICUS, 2 Tragedy. 
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: v. The LoxDon PRoDIGAL, a Comedy. 
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Lenox, 


Hecate, and three other Witches. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


DUNCAN, Xing of Scotland. 
Malcolm, 


in. Son, to the King. 


Madduff, 
Roſſe, 
Menteth, 


| } Noblemen of Scotland. 


Angus, 

<a \thnels, - 

Fleance, Sen 4% Banquo. 

Seyward, General of tbe Engliſh Forces, 
ug Sey ward bis Son. 

Seyton, an Officer allending on Macbeth. 


Son to Macduff. 
Doctor. 


Lady Macbeth. 
Lady Macduff. 


Gentlewomen attending en Lads M cbeth. 


Lords, Gentlemen, Off: ers, Seldiers, as Attendants. 


The S of Banquo, and ſeveral, hes Appari itions. 


SCENE in the End of the fourth AF lies in 


England, 7hro* the reſt of the Play in 
Scotland, and chiefly at Macbeth's Caſtle. 


bub por d te be true Hi 72 raben from Blau 
Yorks, and ether Scotiſn Chroniclers, 


 Grimalkin ? 


1 1 SCENEL 


An open Heath, 


Thund:r and Lightning, Ei mer Three Witches 


Fines Wireck. 


= = TEN ſhall we three meet again 5 
NV In FRONT Lightning, or in Rain? 
A VLA Nit. When the Hurly-burly's done, 
When the Battles loſt and won | 
3 Nit. That will be ere Set of Sun, 

— 1 Wit. Where the Place ? | 
2 Vit. Upon the Heath, 
3 Wit, There I go to meet M. acdeth, 
2 Nit. 1 come, I come, 


2 Wit. Padocle calls anon! 
A7]. Fair is Foul, and Foul is Fair, 
Hover thro' Fog and filthy Air. 


[ They riſe from the Stage, and Fly away. 
SCENE II. A Palace. 


Enter King, Malcolm, Donalbain, Lenox, wuith Atten- 
dants, meeting a bleeding Captain. 


HAT bloody Man is that? He can Report, 


As ſeemeth by his FRE of we Revolt, 
The neweſt State. 3 
A 3 | Mal- 


King. | 


6 25 The Tragedy of MACBETH;, 


Mal. This is the Serjeant, 
Who like a good and hardy Soldier ſought 


Gainſt my Captivity. Hail; hail, brave Friend ! 
Say to the King, the Knowledge of the Broil, 
As thou didſt leave it. 


Cap. Doubtful long it flood ; 
As two ſpent Swimmers that do cling together, 


And choak their Art: The mercilels Macdouei 


(Worthy to be a Rebel, for to that 


'The multiplying Villanies of Nature 


Do warm upon him) from the weſtern Iſles 

Of Arrnes and Galiows-glaſſis was ſupply'd, 

And Fortune on bis damned Quar:y ſmiling, 
Shew'd like a Rebel's Whore But a i too weak: 
Fer brave Wa: eb (well he deſerves that Name) 
Diilain.ng Fortune, with his brandiſht Steel 
Which {moak'd with bloody Execution, 

Like Yaiour's Minion carved out his Paſiage, 


ill he had fac'd the Slave, 


Who ne'er ſhook Hands nor bid farewel :o him, 


»Lill he unfeam'd him from the Nave to th' Chops, | 
And fix'd his Head upon our Battlements. 5 
Kirg. Oh valiant Couſin! worthy Gemleman! 


Cap. As whence the Sun * gives his Reflection, 
Shipwracking Storms and diretul Thunders + break 5 


So from that Spring whence Comfort ſeem'd to come, 


L:icomfert iwell'd. Mark, King of Scetland, mark; 
No ſconer Joflice had. with Valour arm'd, 
Compeli'd theſe ſgipping Kernes to truſt their Heels, 


Eut the Noraneran Lord iurveying Vantage, 


With farbiſht Arms and new ſupplies of Men 


Ecgan a frei Afault, 


King. Diſmay'd not this 


| Our Caplains Macbeth and Banquo. 


Cop. Yes, 


As Sparrows Eagles, or the Hare the Lion. 


If I tay Scoth, 1 mult report they were 
As Cannons 8 4 with double Cracks, 


So they redoubied Stiche upon the Foe : 
Except they meanr to bane] in reeking Wounds, 
Or memorize another Ca Ha, 


* ine. 4 Breaking: 


1 can 


7 y he > 4 1 of M. ACBET H. 7 
I. cannot tell 
But I am faint, my Gaſhes cry for Help 


8 King. So will thy Words become thee as thy Wounds: 
They imack of Honour both, Go, get him Surgeons. 


Enter Roſſe and Angus, 


But FD comes here ? Y 
Mal ne worthy Thane of Roſe. 
Len. What Haſte looks thro” his Eyes? 
So ſhould he look, that ſeems to {ſpeak Things ſtrange, 
Re, God iave the Ning. T0 
King. W hence cam'ſt thou, worthy Thane? © = 
Rf From Fife, great King, 
Where the N-<veran Banners flout the 855 
And tan vur © "eople cold. 
Moro, himiclt, with Numbers terrible, 
Aſſiſt 1 by that moſt di! lo) al Traiter 
The Thane of Cawaor, gan a diimal Conflicts 
Till that Belang Bridegroom, lap. in Proof, 
Confronted him with Seit compariions, 
Point againk Point, rebellious Arm 'gainſt Arm, 
Curt bing iis laviſh Spirit. To conclude, 
The V ictor) tell on us. | 
King. Great Baypineſfs. | „ 5 
: Ref. Now Fallend Neraway's King, raves —. — 
5 _ tion: 


2 Nor would we deign him buriel of his Men, 

; Till he disburs'd, at St. Colmes-4ill-Ifle 
Leͤen thoufind Dollars to our general Uſe, 

* Ling No more that Thane of Cawdor ſhall deceive 


Our Boiom int'reſt. Go, pronounce his Death, 
And with his former Title greet Macbeth, 
Ro. T'li lee it done, 


* What he bath loſt, noble Macheth hath won. 
[Exeunt. 


5 CEN E III The Heath, 
Thunder. Enter the three Witches. 
F Wit. Where haſt thou been, Siſter ? 


2 Mit. Killing Swine. 
3 Wit. Sitter, where thou? 


can A4 t Mit. 
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8 The Tragedy of W 


1 it. A Sailors Wite had Cheſtnuts in her Lap, 
And Mouncht, and Mouncht, and Mouncht. Give me 
quoth . 


Aroint thee, Witch, the rump- fed Ronyon cries. 


Her Husband's to Aleppo gone, Maſter of the Tiger: 
But in a Sieve I'll thither Sail, 
And like a Rat without a Tail. 


I'll do — Pi do and FN do. 


2 Hit. l'] give thee a Wind. 
1 Wit. Thou art kind, 
3 Wit. And ] another, 
1 it. Imyſelf have all the other, 
And the very + Points they blew, 
All th&Quarters that they! KNOW, 
1 th Ship: man's Card---- 
I wil! drain him dry as Hay; 


Sleep ſhall neithe; Night nor Day 


Hang upon his Pent- houſe Lid; 
He ſhall live a Man forbid ; 


Weary Sevnichts, Nine times Nine, 
Shall he dwindle, peak and pine: 
Tho' his Bar k cannot be Joſt, 


Yet it ſhall be Tempeſt-toſt. 


: Leok what I have. 


2 Wit. Shew me, ſhew me. 
1 Wit. Here I have a Pio: 's Thumb, 


Wrack as Homeward he did come. {Deus thin. 


3 Mit. A Drum, a Drum! 


Mieberh doth come |! 


All. The wayward Siſters, Hand in Hard, 
Poſters of the Sea and Land, 
Thus do go about, about, 


Thrice to "thine, and Thrice to ren 


And Thrice again to make up Nine 


Peace, the Chaim s wound up. 


SCENE IV. 


Enter Macbeth ard Banquo, with Soldiers and aber 


| Attendants. 
Mac. So fou! and fair a Day I have not ſeen, _ 
| FF ig Spoons Ba, 
F Areint, or Avaunt, be gone. + Ports. 


- 

4. 

5 
9 y 
8 
1 7 
3 
"08 
. 

TRE > 
14 2 1 
* 

2 

* 


n 


5 The Tragedy of Machern. 9 
1e . Ban. How far ist call'd to || Foris---What are theſe ? 
S8o wither'd, and fo wild in their Attire ? 
That look not like Inhabitants of Earth, 
And yet are on't? Live you, or are you ought 

> 'hat Man may Queſtion ? You ſeem to Underſtand me, 
By each at once her choppy Finger laying | 
Upon her ſkinny Lips. You ſhould be Women, 


And yet your Beards forbid me to interpret | 
That you are lo. 


4 Mac. Speak if you can; what are you ? 
Wo. 1 Wit. All hail, Macbeth Hail to thee Th "ant of 
* 7 Glamis ! L 
15 2 Wit. All. hail, Macbeth] Hail to thee, Thane of Y 
| "Cawdor 7: - © 
3 Wit. All-hail, Macbeth! that ſhall be Xing here- 
aſter. 


Ban. Good Sir, why a you ſtart, and ſeem to "EO 
Things that do ſound ſo fair? I' tht Name of Truth, 
Are ye fantaſtical, or that indeed [ the Witches, 
Which outwardly ye ſhew ? My noble Partner 
You greet with preſent Grace, and great Prediction 
Ol noble Having, and of royal Hope, 
That he ſeems rapt Wwithal; to me you ſpeak not. 
If yon can look into the Seeds of Time, 
| And ſay which Grain will grow and which will not, 
i, Speak then to me, who neither beg u nor ſcar 
Pour Favours nor your Hate, 
I Halt. -- 
3 Mit. Hail! 
1 Wit. Leſſer than Macheth, and greater. 
2 Vit. Not ſo Happy, yet much happier, 


3 Vit. Thou ſhalt get Kings, tho thou be none; | 
All hail ! Macbeth and 5 angus, 


1 Wit. _ Banguo and Macbeth, Ail-hail 1 
Mac. Stay, vou imperfect Speakers, tell me more; 
By + S. nel's Death I know I'm Thane of Glamis ; 3 
e, but how of Cawdor ? The Thane of Canrdor lives, 
A proſp'rous Gentleman ;* and to be Xing, 
Stands not within the Proſpect « of De elict, jo 
au. A 5 N Ne 
* 1 | Sorts. | 
. The Father f Macbeth, 


10 The Tragedy of MacneTu. 


No more than to be Cad Say from whence 
You owe this ſtrange Intelligence? Or why 


Upon this blaſted Heath your ftop our Way 
| With ſuch prophetick Greeting Speak I charge you. 


[The Witches wamy7, 
Ban. The Farth hath Bubbles, as the Water has; 
And theſe are of them: Whither are they vaniſh'd? 
Mac. Into the Air: and what ſeem d . 
Melted, as Breath into the W. ind 


Would they had Haid! 


Ban, Were ſuch Things here. as we > do real about! 
Or have we eaten of the inſane Root 
That takes the Reaſon Priſoner? _ 
Mac. Your Children ſhail be Kings. 
Ban. You ſha'l be King. 
Mac. And Than? of Cawdor too; went it not ſo ? 
Bar, To th' felf-fame Tune and Words; who's here? 


SCENE IV. 
Eater Poſſe and Angus. 


Ref The King heth happily receiv'd, Macbeth, 
The News of thy Succeſs; and when he reads 
The perſonal Venture in the Rebels Fight, 


His Wonders and his Praiſes do contend, 


Which would be thine or his. Silenc'd with that,. 
In v.ewing o'er the Reſt o' th' ſelf- ſame Day, 

He finds thee in the flout N ereyan Ranks, 
Nothing afraid of what thyſelf didſt make, 


Strange Images of Death. As thick I as Hail, 


Came Poſt on Poſt, and every one did bear 
Thy Praiſes in his Kingdom's great Defence, 


And pour'd them down before him. 


Ang. We are ſent, 
To give thee from our Royal Maſter, danke. 
Only to Herald thee into his Sight, 


| Not pay thee, 


Ref. And for an Earneſt of a greater Honour, 
He bad me from him, call thee Thane of Caaudor: 


In which Addition, hall, e ane! 
For it 5 thine, 


Ban, 
I At tale e | 
Can Po? aitth Pet. 


fa 


The Tragedy of MACBETH. IT 
Ban. What, can the Devil ſpeak true? 
Mac. The Thane of Cawdor lives; 


Why do you dreſs me in his borrow'd Robes? 


Ang, Who was the Thane, lives yet, 
But under heavy Judgment bears that Life, 
Which he deſerves to loſe. Whether he was 
Combin'd with Noravay, or did line the Rebel 
With hidden Help and Vantage; or with both 
He labour'd in his Country's Wrack, I OO not: 
But Treaſons capital, confeſs'd, and prov 3 
Have overthrown him. _ 

Mac. Glamis, and Thane of Caudor l [A, ”% 
The greateſt | is behind. Thanks for your Pains, | 
[To Angus. 
Do you not hope your Children ſhall be King? 

I 0 Banquo, 


When thoſe that gave thee Thane of Ca xvdor to me, 
'-Promis'd no leſs to them ! 


Ban. That truſted home, | | 
Might yet enkindle you unto the Crown. 
Beſides the Thane of Cawdor. But *tis ſtrange : 
And oftentimes, to win us'to our Barm, 
The Inſtruments of Darkneſs tell us T ruths, 
Win us with honeſt Trifles to betray us 


In deepeit Conſequence, * | 
Co fins, a Word ] pray you. [79 Roſſe aud . 


Mac. Two Truths are told, [Alide. 


As happy Prologues to the (we! ling Act 


Of the imperial Iheam. I thank you, Gentemen---- 


I his Supernatural ſolliciting 


Cannot be ill: Cannot-be Good if Ill. 
Why hath it g:vei: me earneit of Succeis, 
Commencing i in a Truth? I'm Thane of Cawdor. 


If Good; why, do I yield to that Suggeſtion, 


Whote horrid Image doth unfix my Hair, | 
And make my ſeated Heart knock at my Ribs, | 


| Againſt the Ute of Nature? Preſent Fears 


Are lefs than horrib e Imaginings. 


My Thought, whoſe Murther yet is but fantallical, 


Shakes ſo my ſingle State of Man, that Funct ion. 
is tmother'd in Surmiſe; and nothing is, 
But at is not. „ te age 5 


Jan. 


12 The Tragedy of MacBeTn. 


Ban. Look how our Partner's rapt ! | 
Macb. If chance will have me King, why chance | 
may crown me | 1 99 ae, 

Without my Str, 
Ban. New Honours come upon him, | 
Like our itange Garments-cleave not to their Mould, 
But with the Aid of Uſe. _ 

Mach. Come what come may, 
; Time and the Hour runs thro' the ooghet Day 
Ban. Worthy Macbeth we flay upon your Leiſure. 
Mach. Give me your Favour : My dull Brain was 
wWrought | 
With Things forgot. Kind G your Pains 
Are regiſtred where every Day I turn 
The Leaf to read them let us tow'rd the king; 3 
Think upon wer hath chanc'd, and at more time. 
[To Banquo. 
(The Interim having weigh'd it,) let us 25 
Our free Hearts each to other. 

Ban. Very gladly. 

Macb. Till then enough: come, F riends. | [Exeunt. 


8 1 18 E N . 
Pal. 


| Flour. Fn ator King, Malcolm, Donaltinis; Lenox, 
Pers and Attendants. 


ip. Is Execution done n Cawavr yet? 
Are not thoſe in Commiinon yet return d? 

Mal. My Liege, 
They are not yet come back. But I have ſpoke 
With one that ſaw him die, who did report 
0 very frankly he confeſs'd his Treaſons, 

mplor'd your Highneſs' Pardon and ſet forth 
eep Repentance ; nothing in his Life | 
1 him like the Leaving it. He dy'd, 
As one that had been ſtudied in his Death, 
To throw away the deareſt TG he ow d, 
As 'twere a cateleſs Trifle. 
King. There's no Art, 


Ig: fad the Mind's n in | the ves, 1 


nee 


ae, 


Was 


quo. 


nox, 


On all Deſervers. 
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He was a Gentleman on whom I built 


An abfolute Truſt. 


Enter Macbeth, Banquo, Roſſ ie, ard Angus, 
O worthieſt Couſin! _ 
The Sin of my Ingratitude e'en now 

Was heavy on me. Thou'rt ſo far before, 

That ſwifteſt Wind of Recompence is ſlow, 

To overtake thee. Would thou'dlt leſs deſerv'd, 
That the Proportion both of Thanks and Payment 


Might have been mine! Only I've left to fay, - 
More is thy Due, than more than all can pay. 


Mach. The Service and the Loyalty I owe, 


In doing it, pays it ſelf. Your Highneſs' Part 


Is to receive our Duties; and our Duties 

Are to your IJhrone and State, Children and Servants ; ; 
Which do but what they ſhould, by doing ey I. 
Safe tow'rd your Love and Honour. 

King. Welcome hither : 


I have begun to plant thee, and will labour 
To make thee full of Growing. Noble Banque, 


Thou haſt no leſs deſerv'd, and muſt be known 


No leſs to have done fo ; Let me enfold thee, 
And hold thee to my Heart, 15 


Ban. There if I grow, 


The Harveſt is your own. 


King. My pleuteous Joys 


_ Wanton in Fulneſs, ſeek to hide themſelves. 
In Drops of Sorrow. Sons, Kinſmen, Thanes, 
And you whoſePlaces are the neareſt, Ms 


We will eſtabliſh our Eſtate upon 


Our eldeſt Malcolm whom we name hereafter - 
The Prince of Cumberland: Which Honour muſt 
Not unaccompanied, inveſt him only, 


But Signs of Nobleneſs like Stars ſhall ſhine 


Hence to Inverneſs, 
And bind us farther to you, 


Mach. The reſt is Labour which is not us'd for you 1 


I' be my ſelf the Harbinger, and make Joyful 


The hearing of my Wife with your B 


So humbly take my Leave. 


King. My worthy Cowtrt.© EE 
Mach, The 12 of Cunterlgnd- —that i is a 10 
$7 Ds On. 


14 The Tragedy of MAcBETE, 


On which I muſt fall down, or elſe o'er-leap, [4/iae. 


For in my Way it hes, Stars hide your Fires, 


Let not light ſee my black and deep Deſires; 


The Eye wink at the hand; yet let chat be, | 
Which the Eye fears when it is done, to ſee. [ Exit. 
King. True. worthy Banguo, he is full ſo vallant, | 


| And i in his Commendations I am fed ; 

It is a Banquet to me, let us after him 

Whoſe Care is gone before to bid us welcome: | 
It is a . Kinſman. | [Exeunt. 


r 8 N E VL 
An Apartment in Macbeth'; Caſtle c at 


Inverneſs. 


Enter Lady Macbeth alone, avith a Letter, 
Lady. THEY met me in the Day of Succeſs; ond I 


have Ae d by the per fecteſt Report, they have more in 
them than mortal Knowledge. When I burnt in Deſire to 
gueſtion them farther they made themſelves Air, into 
ephich they waniſp dd. While I ſtood rapt in the Wonder 


of it, came Miffrves from the King, who all-hail'd me 
'Fhane of Caw dor, by which Title before theſe wayward 


Sers ſaluted me, and referr'd me to the coming on.of 


| time, auth hail King that ſhalt be. This have I thought 


good to deli ver thee. ( my deareſt Partner of Greatneſs ) 


that thou might'fl not loſe the Ducs of Rejuicing by being ; 


ignorant of what Greatneſs ts Promis d thee, Lay it to 
20% Heart, and farræbell. 1 5 


 Glamis thou art, and Ca: vdr e- and ſhalt be 


What thou art promis'd. Yet I fear thy Nature, 
It is too full o'th* Milk of human Kindneſs, 


To catch the neareſt Way. Thou wouldſt be great, 
Art not without Ambition, but without 


'The Illneſs ſhould attend it. What thou wouldft highly, 
That would{t thou holily ; wouldit not play falle 


And yet wou:dit wrong yy win. Thon t have, great 
Glam, | 


: T _ which cries, “' thus don muſt do if thou have! itz 
66 And chat which racher thou dok tear to do, 


Than 
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The Tragedy of MACBETH. 15 


Than wiſheſt ſhonld be undone,” Hie thee hither, 
. That T1 may pour my Spirits in thine Ear, 7 
And chailiſe with the Valour of my Tongue 


All that impedes thee from the Golden Round, 


Which Fate and metaphy ſic Aid doth ſeem 
75 To have thee crown 'd withal. 


Enter Mefſenger.. . 


5 W. hat is your Tidings ? 


Me. The King comes here to-night. 
Lady. Thour't mad to fay it, 


Is not 155 Maſter with him? Who, wer ' ſo, 
Would ba ve informd for Preparation. 


Me/. So pleaſe you, it is true: Our Thane is coming, 


One of my Fellows had the Speed of him; _ 
W ho almoſt dead for Breath, had ſcarcely more 
Tan would make up his Meſſage. | 


Lady. Give him Fendi 


; B 
os He brings great News. «The Ray en a himſelf i 15 hoarls, 


[Exit ws. 


« Under my Battlements. Come all you Spirits 


That tend on mortal Thoughts, unſex me here, x 
And fill me from the Crown to th' Toe, top-ful 
Of direſt Cruelty; make thick my Blood, 


Stop up th' Acceſs and Paſſage to Remorſe, 
That no Compunctions Viſitings of Nature 
Shake my fell Purpoſe, nor keep Peace between 

- TW Effect, and it. Come to my Woman's Breaſts, 
And take my Milk for Gall, you murth'ring Miniſters! 
Where-ever in your fightleſs Subſtances 
You wait on Nature's Miſchief. Come, thick Night in 
And pall thee in the dunneſt Smoak of Hell, 

Phat my keen Knife ſee not the Wound it makes, 
Nor Heav'n, peep through the Blanket of the Dark 
To cry, hold, hold. 

Enter Macheth. 


Great Glamis ! worthy Cawdor ! [Embracing bim. 
Greater than both, by the all-hail ie r | 
eat Thy Letters have tranſported me beyond 
— This igwrant preſent 'Time, and 1 feel now 
Y The Future in the Inſtant. 
Macb. Deareſt Love, 


IR Duncan. 
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Duncan comes here to-night. 


Lady. And when goes hence ? 


Mach. To-morrow, as he purpoſes. 
Lady. Oh never 


Shall * that Morrow ſee! 


Your Face, my Thane, is as a Book, where e Men 


May read ſtrange Matters to beguile the Time. 
Jock like the Time, bear Welcome in your Eye, 


Your Hand, your Tongue ; look like the innocent Flower, 
But be the Serpent under't, He that's coming 


Muſt be provided for; and you ſhall put 
This Night's great Buſineſs into my Diſpatch, 


Which ſhall to all our Nights and Days to come 
Give ſolely {overeign Sway and Maſterdom, 
Mach. We will ſpeak farther, 
Lady. Only look up clear: 
To alter Favour, ever, is to fear. | | 
Leave all the reſt to me. | [Ex xeunt, 


1 E N E VIII. 
The Caftle-Gate, ET 


Hause, and Torches. Enter King, Malcolm, Donat- 
bain, Banquo, Lenox, Macduff, Roſie, An- 
gus, and "Artendants. 
King. This Caſtie hath a pleaſant Seat ; the Air- 
Nimbly and {weetly recommends it {elf | | 


Unto our gentle Senſes. 


Ban. This Gueſt of Summer, 
The temple-haunting Mattlet, does approve, 
By his lov'd Maſonry, that Heaven's Breath 
Smells ryooingly here. No jutting Frieze, 
Buttrice, nor + Coigne of Vantage, but this Bird 
Hath made his pendant Bed, and procreant Cradle. 
Where they moſt breed and haunt, I have ob.erv'd 
'The Air 1s delicate. 
Enter Lady. © 
King. See ſee! Our honour'd Hoſteſs ! 
The Tore that follows us, ſometimes our Trouble, 
Which Rill we thank as love. | Herein L teach you, 


How 
+ or,” Corner, Fr. 


« #* 


| SY 


Ver, 


uu, 
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| How you ſhould bid God-eyld us for your Pains, _ 
And thank us for your Trouble. 


Lady. All our Service 
In every Point twice done, and then done double,) 


Were poor and ſingle Bulinets: to contend 


Againſt thoſe Horours deep and broad, wherewith 


? Your Majeſty loads our Houſe. For thoſe of old, 
And the late Dignities heap'd up to them, 


We ret your Hermits. 
Hing. Where's the Thane of Camde 1.4 | 
We courft him at the Heels, and had a Purpoſe : 
To be his Purveyor : But he rides well, 
And his great Love, ſharp as his Spur, hath holp him 
To's home before us: Fair and noble Ho! ſteſs, 
We are oo Gueſt to-night. | 
Lady. Your Servants ever 
Have en „themſelves, and what is theirs in 1 compt 
Jo make their Audit at your FONG Pleaſure, 
Still to return your own. 
King. Give me yeur Hand; 
Conduct me to mine Hoſt, we love him ki h, 


And ſhall continue our Graces towards him, 
By your Leave, Hoſteſs. 1 [Exexns 


8 E E IX. 


An Sa riment. 


Hautoois, Torches. #inter divers Servants ævith Diſhes 


and Service cue the Stage. Then Macbeth. 
Macb, If it were donc, when tis done; then 'twere well 
It were done quickly: if th' Aſſaſſination 
Could trammel up the Conſequence, and catch 
With its Surceale, Sucks els; that but this blow 
+ Might be the Be all and the End-all Hene, 
Here only on this Bank and School of Time, 
We'd jump the Lite to come But in theſe Cafes 
We ſtill have Judgment -ere, that we but teach 


5 Bloody 

4 The: ff of theſe Lines Feb in the old Edition ts 
totally different from all the others) and the latter (awhich 
is quite omitted in all the others ) entirely reſtore this very 


obſcure Paſſage to Sen es as will appear upon Compariſon. 
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Bloody Inſtructions, which being taught return 

To plague th' Inventor: Even handed Tuſtice 

Returns the Ingredients of our poi ſon'd Chalice 
To our own Lips. He's here in' double Truſt: 
Firſt, as I am his Kinſman and his Subject, 

- (Strong both againſt the Deed) Then, as his Hoſt, 

Who frould azainſt his Murth'rer ſhut the Door, 
Not bear the Knife my ſelf. Beſides this Duncan 

_ Hath born his Faculty ſo meek, hath been 

So clear in his great Office. that hie Wirtues 5 

Will plead like Angels trumpet. tongu'd againſt 

The deep Damnation of his taking olf. | 

And Pity, like a naked new-born Babe, _ 
Striding the Blaſt, or Heav'ns Cherubin hors'd 

Upon the fightleis Couriers of the Air, 
Shall blow the horrid Deed in ev'ry Eye, 

That Tears ſhali drown the Wind. ---- I have no Spur 
Jo prick the Sides of my Intent, but only 
Vaulting n thy al which o — it hls. 
And falls bn ch' other 


8 GEN E. X. 
. Enter Laay. 


How now? What News? 
Lady. He's almoſt ſuppd, why have Fu en the 
| Chamber? 
"Mach. Hath he ask'd for me? 
Lady. Know you not he has? ” 
Mach. We will proceed no farther in this Buſineſs, 
He hath honour'd me of late; and I have bought 
Golden Opinions from all Sorts of People, 
Which ſhould be worn now in their newelt Gloſs, 
Not caſt aſide ſo ſoon. _ 
. Lady, Was the Hope drunk, _ 
Wnerein you dreſt your felt? Hath it ſlept ſince? 
And wakes it now, to look ſo green aud pale 
At whatit did fo freely? From this Time, 
Such I account thy Love. Art thou afraid 
To be the fame in thine own Act and Valour, 
As thou art in Deſire? Would'ſt thou have that 
Which thou eſteem'ſt the Ornament of Life, 


And 


| 
3 1 


4 
2 


ur 


And 


Upon his Death ? 
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And live a Coward in thine own Eſteem ? 
Letting I dare not, wait upon I would, 


| Like the poor Cat i'th' adage. 


Macb. Pr'ythee, Peace? 
dare do all that may become a Man; 
Who dares to more, is none. 
Lady. What Beaſt was't then, 
That made you break this Enterprize to me? 
When you durſt do it, then you were a Nang 


And (to be more than what you were) you would 


Be ſo much more the Man. Nor Time, nor Place 

Did then cohere, and yet you would make both: 
ey 've made themſelves, and that their Fitneſs now 

Do's unmake you. I have giv'n ſuck, and know 

How tender *tis to love the Babe that mills me 

J would, while it was ſmiling in my Face, 


Fave pluckt my Nipple from his boneleſs Gums, 


And daſht the Brains out, had I but ſo ſworn 
As you have done to this. e 
Mach. If we ſhould fail f 
Bui ictew your Courage to the ſticking Place, 
And we” not fail. When Duncan 1s afleep, 
(Whereto the rather ſhall this Day's hard Journey 
Soundly invite him) his two Chamberlains 
Will I with Wine and Waſſel fo convince, 
That Memory (the Warder of the Brain) 
Shall be a Fume, and the Reccipt of Reaſon 
A Limbeck only; when in ſwiniſh Sleep 
Their drenched Natures lie as in a Death, 
Wat c nnot vou and I perform upon 
Th' unguarded Duncan? What not put upon 
His ſpungy Officers, who ſhall bear the Guilt 
Of our great Quell. | 
Mach. Bring forth Men-children only! 
For thy undaunted Metal ſhould edmpuie 
Nothing but Male. Will it not be receiv'd, 


When we have mark'd with H 924 thoſe ſleepy two 


Of his own Chamber, and us'd their very Daggers, 
That they have don': ? | | 
Lady. Who dares receive it other, 
As we {hail malte our Giiets and Clameur roar, - 
| . Mach. 


*. 5 


20 The Jragedy of Machr rn. 
Mac. I'm Settled, and bend up 
Each corp'ral Agent to this terrible Feat. 
Away, and mock the Time with faireſt ſhow : + 
Falle Face muſt hide what the falſe Heart doth know; 
FExenunt, 


We wah th te th dtp et K ee þ r n * 
ACT F $SCENE | 
A Hall in Macbeth- Caſtle. 


Enter Banquo, and Fleance ævith a Torch before wad 


Ban, OW goes the Night, Boy? 
Fle, The Moon is down l have. not heard 

the Clock. 

Ban. And ſhe goes down at Twelve. 

Ele. I take't, tis later, Sir. 

Banu. Hold, take my Sword. There's Hus bandr y 

in Hear n, 

Their Candles are all out. — Take thee that too. 
A heavy Summons lies like Lead upon me, 
And yet I would not Sleep: Merciſul Pow'rs ! 
Reſtrain in me the curſed 3 that Na ure 
_ Gives Way to in Repoie, 


Enter Macbeth, and a 8 er wan! with a "Ti ch. 
55 Give me my Sword : who's there . 


Mac. A Friend. | a 


Ban. What, Sir, not yet at Reſt? The King's a bed. 
He hath to- night been in unuſual Pleaſure, 
And ſent great Largeneſs to your Officers : 
This Diamond he? greets your Wife withal ; N 
By th' Name of mot kind Hoſteſs, and ſhut up 
In meaſureleſs Content. 
Mac. Being unprepar'd, 
Our Will became the Servant to Deſect, 
Which elſe ſhould free have wrought. 
Ban. All's well. | 
TI dreamt laſt Night of the three wayward Siſters : : 
Jo you they've ſhew'd ſome Truth. 
Mac. I think not of them; 
Vet when we can intreat an Hour to ſerve, 
Would ſpend it in ſome Words upon that Lane, 


In 
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31 Ic you would grant the Time: 


know ; 
Xeunt, 


2X07 
J. 


Ban. At your ind Leiſure. 


Mac. If you ſhould cleave to my Content, when 6s, 
It ſhall make Honour for you. 


Ban. So I loſe none 


In ſeeking to augment it, but ſtill keep 
My Boſom franchis'd and Allegiance clear, 
I ſhall be countell'd, 


Mac. Good Repoſe the while ! 


Ban, Thanks, Sir; the like to you. (Exit Ban. 


*SCENE: . 
Mac. Go, bid thy Miſtreſs, when my Drink 1s ready, 


he ftrike upon the Bell, Get thee 10 Bed. 


(Exit Servant. 


Is this a Dagger which L ſee before me, 

I'he Handle tow'rd my Hand? Come let me clutch 
I have thee not, and yet i fee thee ſtill. {thee---- 

Art thou not, fatal Viſion, ſenſible 

| To Feeling, as to Sight? Or art thou but 


| A Dagger of the Mind, a falſe Creation 


a bed. 


Proceeding from che Heat-opprefied Brain? 


I ſee thee yet, in Farm as palpable 


As this Which now I draw---- 


Thou Marſkal'it me the Way that I was going, 


And ſuch an Inſtrument I was to uſe. 

Mine Eyes are made the Fools o' th' other Senſes, 
Or elſe worth all the Reſt. -I fee thee Ml; 
And on thy Blade and Dadgeon, * gouts of Blood | 


be Which was not ſo before. There's no ſuch Tin 
It is the bloody Buſineſs which informs 
I uhis to mine Eyes Now o'er one half the World 


L 


eſs, 


ek 
5 
5 t- 

Yet 


Nature ſeems dead, and wicked Dreams abuſe 

'The curtain'd Sleep; now Witchcraft celebrates 

Pale Hecate's Offerings: And wither'd Murder, 
{Alarum'd by his Centinel, the Wolf, 

Whoſe HowPs his Watch) thus with his ſtealthy Pace, 
With Targuzz's raviſhing + Strides, tow'rds his Deſign 
Moves like a Ghoſt.--'l hou I ſound and firm ſet Earth, 
Hear not my Steps, which Way they: walk, tor fear 


Thy 


* gouttes, or drops, FT. F des. 
1 fear, Perhaps, free 
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22 The Tragedy of Machrru. 
Thy very Stones prate of my Where-about, 


And take the preſent Horror from the Time, 
Which now Suits with it—whilſt I threat, he lives 1 


[4 Bell rings. 


I go, and it is done; the Bell invites me, 
Hear it not Duncan, for it is a Knell 
That ſummons thee to Heaven, or to Hell. 


SCENE III. 
Enter Lady. 


Lad. That which hath made them drunk, hath made 
me bold: 

What hath quencht them, hath given me Fire. Hark 
peace 


[ Exif, 


It was the Owl that ſhrietc'd, the fatal Bellman, 
Which gives the ſtern'ſt pood-night---he is about it 


The Doors are open; and the ſurfeited Grooms 


Do mock their Charge with Snores. Pre drugg'd Weir 


e ee | 
That Death and Nature do contend about Ems | 


Whether they live or die. 


| Enter Macbeth. 
"Mac Who's there? What ho? 
Lad. Alack ! I am afraid they have Awak'd, 


And 'tis not done; th' Attempt, and not the Deed 


Confounds us--- Hark !---I laid their Daggers ready, 


He could not miſs ?em ---Had he not reiembled 
My Father as he Siept, I had don't---My Hu»band ! 
Mac. I've done the Deed----didft thou not hear a 
Noiſe? 


Lad. I hieard the Owls ſcream and the Crickets cry. 


Did not you ſpeak ? 
Mac. When ? 
Lad. Now. 
Mac. As I deſcended ! ? 
| Lad. Ay. 
Mac. Hark !---Who lives i ſecond Chamber! 
Lad. Donalbaine. 
Mac. 1 his is a ſorry Sight. 
Lad. 
4— he lives, | 
Words to the heat of Deeds too cold Breath gives, 
I go, Or. 


[ Looks on ts Hands, 


vit. 


ade 


ark 
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Lad. A fooliſh Thought, to ſay a ſorry Sight. 


Mac. There's one did laugh in's Sleep, and one 5 
cry'd Murther, | 


+ They Wale d each other; and 1 flood and heard them ; 


"i s 


But they did ſay their Prayers, and addreſt them 
Again. to Sleep. 

Lad. There are two lodg'd together. 

Mac. One cry'd, God bleſs us, and Amen the other, 


As they had ſeen me with theſe Hangman's Hands. 
-  Liftning their Fear, I could not ſay Amen, 


1 When they did lay, God bleſs us. 


Lad. Conſider it not ſo deeply. 
Mac. But wherefore could not I pronounce. Amen ? ? 


US 7 had moſt need of Bleſſing, and Amen 
Stuck in my Throat. 


Lad. Theſe Deeds muſt not be thought, 


eg After theſe Ways; ſo it will make us mad. 


= 
a4 


Mac. Methought I heard a Voice cry, Sleep no more! 


a Macheth doth murder Sleep. The innocent Sleep, * 


The Death of each day's Life, fore Labour's bath, 
Balm of hurt Minds, great Nature's ſecond Courte, 


Chief nouriſher in Life's Feaſt. 


10 
wr 
J 2 


. 


Lad. What do you mean: 

Mac. Sill it cry'd, Sleep no more, to all the Houſe, 
Gl/amis hath murder'd Sleep and therefore Cawdor 
Shall Sleap no more; Macheth ſhall Sleep no more! 

Lady. Who, was it that thus Cry'd ? Why, worthy 

Thane, 


+ You do unbend your noble Str ength, to think 
So Brain-ſickly of Things; go, get ſome Water, 
And waſh this filthy Witneſs from your H nd. 
Why did you bring theſe Daggers from the Place? 


They mutt lie there. 


Go, carry them, ang {ſmear 


* The fleepy Grooms with Blood. 


; by 


Mac. I' go no moe; 


I am afraid to think what I have done ; ; 


Lock on't again I dare not. 


N 


© 


0 Give me the Daggers ; the . and the Dead 


Lad. Tnfirm of Purpoſe! 
Are 


8 Sleep, 


ie that knits up the raveli'd Sleeve of Care, 


te Death Oh, e. 
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Are but as Pictures; tis the Eye of Child-hood, 5 1 
That fears a painted Devil. If he bleed, _ 1 

Fill gild the Faces of the Grooms withal, W _ 
For it mult ſeem their Guilt, (Exit. 

Knocks evuithin. w=__ 

Mac. Whence is that Knocking ? Starting, | 
How 1s't with me, when every Noite appalls me?  F 
What Hands are here? Hah! they pluck out mine ox = -- 
Will all great Neptune's Ocean waſh this Blood | : 
Clean from my Hana ? No, this my Hand will rather . 
Make tlie green Ocean red 

Enter Lady. 

Lady. My Hands are of your Colour; but I ſhame. 
To wear a Heart fo white, I hear a Knocking [Amoch 
At the South Entry. Retire we to our Chamber; ; | 

A little Water clears us of this Decd. 
How eaſy is it then? Your Conſtancy 
Hath lett you unatiended bark, more knocking ! | 
[Rol 
Get on your! Night- -gown, leſt Occa iow call us, 
And ſhew us to be Watchers; be not loſt 


So pcorly in your Thoughts. » ; es ; 4 
Macb. To know my Deea?, twere beſt not know my * 
ſelf. 


Wake Duncan with this Knocking: w ould thou couldſt! . 
| E x eunt, 1 : 5 1 
SCENE. WM, 


| | 
* will rather | 
'Thy multtodivon Sea incarnad! ne 5 I cl 
Making the Green one Red, | — 5 
Enter Lady, &c. „„ — 
t—\vould thou could'ſt! * 
VV m 
Enter a For Zen, 5 e 
| [ Knocking avithtt.. 8 
Port 3 8 a N deed” it a Man were Por. 
ter of Hell- Gate, he ſhoald have O'd turning the Key, 
{ Knock.) Knock, knock, knock. Who's there i'th' 


Name of Bulzevab : ? Uere 8 a F Wr that hang d him- 
felt "> 


* 7 # : 
DF P17... 


e Por- 
> Key. 
th! 
1 him- 


felt. 


= SCENE IV. 


"3M Hole : 
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Fete Macduff, Lenox, aud Porter. 
Macd. Is thy Maſter ſtirring? 


— — Our Knocking has awak'd him; here he comes. 


Len, Geod morrow, noble Sir. | 
B | 


- . * * _— 


— — 
* K — 4 


7 (cit 3 in the Expectation of Plenty: Come in time, have 


Napkias enough about you, here you'il Sweat for't. 


ETKmnck,] Knock, knock. Who's there in th? other De- 
vis Name? Faith, here's an E quivocator, that could 
S wear in both the Scales againſt either Scale, who com- 
mitted Treaſon enough for God's 
© Equivocate to Heaven: Oh come in Equivocator. Knoch 
> Knock, knock, knock. Who's there? Faith, here's an 
iupliſo Taylor come hither for ſtealing out of a French 
Come in 'I'ay!ox, here you n m ay roaſt your (Goole, 
Knoch. ] Knock. knock. Never at quiet! what are you? 
5 * this Place is too cold for Hell. 1'!l Devil- porter it no 
E I had thought to have let in ſome of all Profeili.. 
ons, that 80 the Primrofs way to th' everlaſting Bonfire. 
f 7 2 22 Anon, 
3 Macduff, and Lenox, 
= Masd. * as it ſo! late, Friend. ere you went to Bed, 
That you do lie io late? 
Post. „ Carouſing tilltheſecond Cock. 
ir, is a great Provoker of three Things 
gad. N. nat three! ki ng: dab Urinkeſpecially provoke ? 
Port. Marry, Sir, Note-paintung, Sleep, and Urine, Let- 
char 5. Sir, it provgke:, and unprovokes ; it provokes the 


Dehre E. but it takes away the Performance. Therefore 
much Drink may be ſaid to be an Þ,quivocator with Lew 


* chery; it makes him and it mars him ; it ſets him on and 


it takes him off; it perivades him, and diſhearieus him; 


makes him ſtand to, and not ſtaud to; in Concluſion „Equi- 


einn 0a Sleep, ardg giving himthe Lye, Jeaveshim 
= VZ7acd.”} believe Drink gave thee the Lye laſt Nig hi. 


Fort, That it did, Sir, i th very Throat on me; bu: 


1 requited him for his Lye, and I think, being too trol ir 


1 ar him, tho' he took up my LES ſometime, yetl mae 


z ſhift to caſt him. 


| 1 SCENE, &c. 


25 


lake, yet could not 


1 


non, I pray you remember the Por ter. 


— 


25 


The Trogedy of MACBETH, 


Enter Macbeth. 

Nach. Good Morrow, both. 

Aacd. Is the King furring, worthy Thane ? 
Mach. Not yet. 
Macd He aid command me to call timely on kim, 
I've almoſt ſhpt the Hour. 

Mach. I'll bring you to him. 

Med. I know this is a joyful Trouble to you: 
But yet tis one. 

Macd. The Laber we delight i in, 
This is the Door. 

Macd. I'll make fo bold to call, for 'tis my limited 

Service, . 

SP, Goes the King hence to oy 13 

Mach. He did appoint ſo. 

z. u. The Night has been unruly ; where we lay 
Our Chimneys were blown down: And, as they ſay, 
Lamentings heard i th' Air, ſtrange Screams of Death, 
And propheſying with Accents terrible | 
Of dire Combuſtions, and confus'd Events, 

New hatch'd to th' woful time: 
The obſcure Bird clamour'd the live- long Night. 
Some ſay the Earth was Fev'rous, and did fake. 

Mach. Twas a rough Night. 

Len. My young Remembrance cannot parallel 
A Fellow to „ 


+ Phyſicks Pain ; 


E nter Macdu#, | 
Macd O Horror ! Horror! Horror! 
Oc Tongue or Heart cannot conce:ve, nor Name thee 
Macb. ard Len. What's the Matter? 
Macd. Confuſion now hath made his Maſter-piece, 
Moſt ſacrilegious Murther hath broke ope 
The Lords anointed Temple, aud flole thence 
The life o' th' Building. 8 
| Macb. What is't you ſay? The Life? 
Len. Mean you his Majeſty ? 
Macd. Approach the Chamber, and FORE your Sight 
With a new Gorgor, Do not bid me ſpeak ; 
See, and then ſpeak yourſelves : : Awake! Awake! 
¶Exeunt Macbeth and Lenox. 


IIc 
r 


Heals or cures Pain. 


[Exit Macdul. 


Ring the Alarum- bell-Murther“ and Treats n/ 4 pon 
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Fargus, and Donalbain ! Malcolm ! awake 
Shake off this downy Sleep, death's Counterfeit, 
And look on Death itſelf.-up, up, and fee 
£ he great dCœom's I mage Malcolm, Bauquo: 
As from your Graves riſe up, and walk like Spr'g! 
jo Wo countenance this Horror. Ring the Pe [amen 
SEE NE V. 
Rell Rings. Enter Lad; Macbet! 
Un; 4 Lady. What's the Puſineſs F 85 
hat ſuch an hideous Trumpet calls to parle 
Reed ne Sleepers of the Ilouſe? Speak. 
dum. acd. Gentle Lacy, 
Apis not for you to hear what I can 8 Speals 
he Repetivon in a Woman's Ear, 
| Would Murther as it fell. 
3 Euter Banquo. . 
DB: rages Ban 219, our Roy al Maker”  marcher's 
EZ Lady. Woe alas ! 
What, in cur Houſe? —— 
Van. Todo cruel, any where: 
acdu f, I prithee contradict byſelf, 
And lay, it is not ſo. 
. Tutte, Macbeth, Lenox ad Roſſe. | 
Macs. Had I but dy'd an Hour before this Chance, 
1 had liv'd a bleſſed Time : For from this Inſtaut, | 
Bo: te e' no: bing ſerious in Mortality; HT 
All is by it] oys e Renown and Grace is dead; 
hee : The Wine of Life is drawn, and the mere Lers 
ee ; 
=o left this Vault to b.ag of. 
26. by Euter Malcolm, and Donalbain. 
95 Don. What is amiſs ? | 
ac, You are, and do not Rnow't: 
The Spring, the Head, the Fountain of your Blood 
3; the very Source of it is ſtopt. 
= #acd. Your Royal Father's Murder'd, 
Sight Re 8 Mal. Oh, by whom * 
= Those of his Chamber as it ſeem 'd, had don't; 
el | beit Hands and Faces were all badg'd with Bivod, 
 enox.. o were their D Jaggers, hich gk vip'd we found 
ealc ! 8 1 1 their Pl: OW'S they ſtar'd Gy and Weile dia kracted, 
Ban 0 Man's Lite was tO be truned vel ah Heil. 


B 2 f | | Mach, 


hr 
Im, 


2 —T 


ſay * 
cath, 


£ 2 
» . 
ee eee 


* 
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— ' Macb. O, yet I do repent me of my Fury, oy 
_ That I did Kill them | of 
i ſ Macd Wherefore did you lo? : 3 L 

ﬀ [ Mach. Who can be wiſe, amaz'd, temp'rate and ſy. Sn 
65 | rious, . The 
9 þ - Loyal and neutral in a Moment? No Man. | The 
1 Ihe Expedition of my violent Love | i 7 
1 Out- run the Pauſer, Reapn. Here lay Duncan, Hat 
| 0 His ſilver Skin Jac'd with his“ goary Blood, *Þ te 
$ by And his gaſh'd Stabs look'd like a Breach in Natire, Ane 
1 2 For Ruin's waſteful Entrance; there the Murtherers, But 
11! Steep'd in the Colours of their Trade, their Daggers Wh 
1 Unmannerly breach'd with Gore: Who could refrain, 
14 That had a {Heart to love, aud in that Heart 4 4 
4 | Courage, to make's Love known 3 

ii | Lady. Help me hence, ho! Ln to ain, 

N Macd. Look to the Lady. 3 0 
way" | Mal. Why do we hold our Tongues, ; W. 
pl 4 | 1 hat moſt may claim this Argument for ours? 0 
li j Don. What ſhuuld be ſpoken w_ | Ha 
1 Where our Fate hid within an Augre- hole, DE” | = 

. May ruſh and ſeize us? Let's aWay, our Tears SL 

> d 7 i | 

\ th Are not yet brew'd. 5 
0 [1 Mal. Nor our ſtrong Sorrow on — 58 
. —_ The Foot of Motion. It 
11.4 Ban. Look to the Lady; [I ady Macbeth! is carried os 'S 
if if And when we have our i {ed F railties hid, 3 . 
1 That ſuffer in Expoſure ; let us meet, 2» 
1 And queſtion this moſt bloody Piece of Wo 

Jy Io know it farther. Fears and Scruples ſhake us 

1 In the great Hand of Cod I ftand, and thence, 

1 Againſt the undivulg'd Pretence 1 fight | —_ 

| Of treas' nous Malice. 1 
ach. So do J. „ 
i . So all. | £ Ju 
i} ach. Let's briefly put on maniy Readineſ?, | 5 
15 And meet i'th' Hall together. * 
ti All. Well contented. ' [Eu 

| Mal. What will you do? Let's not conſort with cher 
15 To ſhew an unfelt Sorrow, is a 00 ce | 
„ Which the falſe Man does eaſy. Il to Exg/and. 
ö | galden. 


and {y. 
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| 1 Don. To Ireland, I; our ſeparated Fortune 

Shall keep us both the ſafer; where we are, 
There's Daggers in Mens Smiles: The near in Blood. 
The nearer bloody. | 

Mal This murderous Shaft that's hot, 

Hath not yet lighted; and our ſafeſt Way 
Is to avoid the Aim. Therefore to- Horſe, 
"And let us not be dainty of Leave-talzing 
But ſhift away ; there's Warrant in that Theft, 


Which ſteals it ſelf when there's no Mercy lf. CExeurt 


| $C N . 


Euter Roſſe, avith an bid Man. | 
Old Mau. Threeſcore and ten 1 can remember well, 


Within the Vo ume of which T'i ime, I've ſeen 


Hlours dreadful, and Things range; but this 5 fore N Abe 
Hath trifled former Knowings. | 


Noe. Ah, good Father, : _ 
Thou ſeeſt the Heav'ns as troubled with Man's AR, 
Threaten his bloody Stage. By th' Clock 'tis Day, 
And yer dark Night ſtrangles the travelling Lamp: 


Ist Night's Predominance, or the Day's Shame, 


ER ; 4 That Darkneſs does the Face of Earth intomb, 


. hen living Light ſhould kiſs it? 
Old Man. "lis unnatural, 


f Een like the Deed that's done. On agi lat, 
Falcon towring in her Pride of Place, 


as by a mouſing Owl hawkt at, and Kill'd. 


Fefe. And Duncan's Horſes, a Thing moſt ſtrange 


and certain 
Reauteous and ſwift, the Minions of their Race. 


1 Turn'd wild in Nature, broke their Stalls, flung out, 


> 
8 
9 


with theo x 


ad. 


Contending gainſt Obedience, as they would 
i War with Man. 


O Men. "Tis ſaid, they eat each W 


rat look d upon't. 


ter Macduff, 


3 4 
0:% lere comes the good Macduff.. 


1 How goes the World, Sir. now ? 


Macd. Why, ſee you not? 


— . p — = = 
boy 2 — — — — 


Roſe. They did ſo; to tl Amazement of mine Eyes, 


WI 
2 
> 
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R Js t knou n who did this more than bloody Dec!!! 
Mac. Thoſe that SS: hath lain. 4 
/. Alas the Day! * 
Wh: at Good could they pretend ? 
| Macd. They were Suborned ; 
abel and Donalbam, the King's two Sons, ih 
Are torn away and fled, which puts upon tlem 
Zutpicion of the Deed, — 5 
La. *Gainit Nature ſtill; 
Thriiteſls Ambition, that will raven upon T. 
Thine own Life's Means, Then tis moſt like . 
ne Sovereignty will fall upon Macbeth? 1 7 
AMacd. Ne is already nam'd, and gone to Scone, 
To be inveſted. 
Rofe Where i is Duncan's Body ? 
kad. Carried to Colmes- hill, 
:*. "THE ered Storehouſe of his Predece ſlors. | 
And Guardian of their Bones, . 
Ref. Will you to Scone ?  K 
a cd. No, Couſiy, I“ to Fe. 
9%. Well, I will thither. 
ae, Well may you lee, Things well done there: 
aden. 
Le 5 our old Robes fit eaſier than our new. 
Farewel, Father. if 
575 27. God's Beniſon go with yoo, and with tho | 


Oe . a "6 s _ #2, « . ; { 
3 Wo. 0 So OED 3 : RET 
CY "Ps * e r "ee Td * 4 5 5 org, 
— 


That would make good of bad, and Friends of Foes, 
|  [Exem,, 
SAT ATATATATALALATATAVALI4, 
A 1 III. SCENE I. = 


A Regal Apartment, = 
| Enter Banquo. 7 
ArOU haſt it now ; King, Caaudon, Clint. al 
The wayward Women promis 'd; ard ! fear 
Thea plaid'ſt moſt ſoully for't: Yet it was laid a 
It ſhould not Rand in thy Poſterity, 8 
But that myſelf thould be the Root, and Fat ther 93 
Oi many Kings. If there come Truth from them, 
(As upon thee, Ma $:2h, their Speeches ſhins) 
Os by the Veritics on thee made good, 


ME ee; 
EIT on Eo c 


22 
— 


1. 
ly Dee 


m 


cone, 


e thete 
For a dark Hour or twain, 


ith tho 
of Foes, 
{ E xeunt, Z 


"SS 4 d 
ITT 
Craving us jointly, Hie to Horſe : Adieu, 
Lill you return at Nigbt. Goes Fleance with you ? 
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3 May they not be my Oracles 2s well, a 
An ſet me up in hope? But huſh, no more. 


2 Trumpets Fo Enter Macbeth as King, Lady Macbeth, 


enox, Roſie, Lords and Attendants. 
Mach, Here's our chief Gueſt, 
” Lady. If he had been forgotten, 
It had been as a gap in our great Feaſt, 


| And all Things unbecoming. 


Mach. To-night we hold a ſolemn Supper, Sir, 
And I'll requeſt your Preſence, 
Ban, Lay your Highneſs'. 1 
Command upon me, to the which my Duties 
Are with a moſt indiſſoluble Tye 
For ever knit. | EY 
Mach. Ride you this Afternoon? 
Ban, Ay, my good Lord. | EN 
Macb, We ſhould have elie deſired 


Vour good Advice (which ſtill hath been both grave 


And proſperous) in this Day's Couniel ; but 

| We'll take To-morrow. Is it far you ride? 

Ban. As far, my Lord, as will fill up the time 

- *Twixt this and Supper, Go not my Horic the better, 
- I muſt become a Borrower to the Night 


Macb. Fail not our Feaſt. 
Ban. My Lord, I will not. 8 
Macb. We hear, our bloody Couſins are beſtos d 
la England, and in Hreland, not confeſſing, | 
Their cruel Parricide, filling their Hearers 
With ſtrange Invention; but of that To morrow z 
When therewithal we ſhall have Cauſe of State, 


Ban. Ay, my good Lord; our time doth call upon us, 
Macb. 1 wiſh your Horſes {wift, and ſure of Foot. 
And ſo I do commend you to their Backs, 


= Farewel. Exit Banquo, 


Let every Man be Maſter of his time 


Iill ſeven at Night, to make Society 


"The ſweeter: welcome: We will keep ourſelf 


5 = 95: | . | ds | e ; 1 85 
E Lill Supper time alone: Till then, God be with you, 
= 55 [Excunt lady Macbeth. and Lords. 


SCENE 


| 
4 
| 
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28 CE-N-E-H. 


Manent Macbeth and a Servant. 
Sirrah, a Word with you : Attend thoſe Men 


Our Pleaſure ? 


Sery. They are my Lord, without the Palace- Gate. 
Macbeth, Bring them before us 
nothing. | [Exit Serv, 


But to be ſafely thus: Our Fears in Barguo 


Stick deep, and in his Royalty of Nature 
Reigns that which would be fear'd. ? iis much he hs; 


Ana to that dauntlets Temper of his Mind, 


tHe hath a Wiſdom that doth guide his Valour 
Jo act! in Safety. There is none but he, 
Wies el Being I do fear: And under him, 
My Genius is rebuk'd ; as it is ſaid 

Anthony's was by Ca/ar. He chid the Siſters, 


1 When firit they put the Name of King upon me, 


And bad them ſpeak to him; then Prophet like, 
They haii'd h'm farther to a Line of Kings. 


Upon my Head they plac'd a fruitle(s Crown, 
And put a barren $ Scepter in my Gripe, 


hence to be wrenchb'd with an nel Hand, 


No Son of mine ſucceeding. If *tis fo, 


For Ranqus's Iſſue have I fill'd my Mind? 
For them, toe gracious Duncan have I murther'd? 
Put rancours in the Veſſel of my Peace 

Only for them ? And mine eternal! Lee 

Giv'n to the common Enemy of hien, 


Jo make them Kings? The Seed of Banguo angs } | 


Rather than ſo, come Fate into the Lift, | 
And champion me to ti Utterance ! Who's there 
Emicr Servant aud txwo Murtherers, 
Go to the Door, and ſtay there till we call. 
[ Exit Sera vant. 
Was it not veſterday we ſpoke together? 
Murth It was, ſo pleaſe your Highvels. 
Mach. Well then, now 
You have conſider'd of my Speeches? Know 
That it was he, in the Times paſt, which held you 
So under Fortune, which you thought had been 
Our Innocent ſell; ; ne 1 made good to you 


o be thus, is 


us, is 
Serv, 


res, 


> 94 


there 


VAN. 
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*: out laſt Conf rence, paſt in Probation with you : 

How you were born in Hand, how croſt; the Inſtru- 
ments, 

Who wrought with them : And all Things elſe that might 

To half a Soul, and to a Notion craz'd, 


Say, thus did Panguo. 


I Murth, True you made it known. 
Mac. I did ſo; and went farther, which is now. 


| I Point of ſecond Meeting. Do you find 


Your Patience fo predominant in your Nature, 


That you can let this go? Are you ſo goſpell'd, 


To pray for this good Man and for his Iſſue, 


"IV hole heavy Hand hath war you to the e 


And beggar'd yours for ever ? 


I Mur. We are Men, my Liege. 
Macb. Ay, in the Catalogue ye go for Men, 
As Hounds, and Grey hounds, Mungrels, Spenlels, Curs, 


dene Water-Rugs, and demi. Wolves are es 2 


All by the Name of Dogs; the valued File 
DiRinguiſhes the Swift, the Slow, the Subtle, 


The Houſe-Keeper, the Hunter, every one 


According to the Gift which Dounte es Nature 
Fath in him closed; whereby he does receive 
Particular Addition, from the 80 - 4. 


Now, if you have a Station in the File, 
And not in the worſt Rank of Manhood, fay it; 
And I will put the Buſineſs in your Boſoms, | 


That writes them all alike : And ſo of Men, 


Whoſe Execution takes your Enemy of ; 


_*Grapples you to the Heart and Love 91 us, 


Who wear our Health but fickly in tis Life, 


* 


2 83 5 * 

3 N 2 

* A cles. 
1 8 

* . 18 4 


V hich in his Death were perfect, 
2 Mur. I am one, | 


! hom the vie Blows and Puffets of the World, 
Have & incene'd that I am ® rceklefs what 
MH * to ipite the World. 


1 Myr. And I another, 


: 35 weary with Dilaſters., tugg'd x ich Fortune, 
That Lwouid ſet my Liſe on any Chance, 
5 N 0 mend 1 it, or be rid on 't. 


A lach. 


( 


34 Te T, ragedy of Macnrrn. —_ 
f Nach. Both of you N 
Know Banęuo was your Enemy. 
Mun. T LIVE, my Lord. 
Macs. So is he mine: And in fach 1 b. 'oody Diſtance, 
That every Minute of his Being thruſts 
Againſt my near'ſt of Life; and thous zh I could 
With bare fac'd Power fv eep him from my Sight, 


ö And bid my Will avouch it; yet J muſt not, = 4 
1 For cer:ain Friends that are both his and mine, 4 
1 Whoſe Loves J may not drop, but wail his Fail - 
1 Whom I my ſelf ſtruck down: And thence it is, p 
1 That I to your Aſſiſtance do make Love, 1 
1 Nlaflzing the Buſineſs from the common Eye 3 
WK For ſundry weighty Reaſons, _ g 
1 2 Mar. We ſhall, my I ord, 
1 4 | Perform what you command us. 
1 4 of Aer, Though our Lives <—— 
3:18 Nach. Your Spirits ſhi throug gh you. In this EI 
r at moſt, Ko | 
64 I will ad7if fe you where to pla nt your ſelves, 
AH Acquaint you with the perlect Spy o'th Time, 
| | 1 The Noment on't, (for't muſt be done to-night, 
1 End ſomcethipg from the Palace: and with Jum, 
ih Ci 1 0 leave no Rubs nor Notches in the Vork 
"Nl Hlenuce his Son that keeps him Company, 4 
| . | (Whoſe Ah/ence is ng ek material to me, 
1 han is his Father') muſt embrace the Fate 
WH iti Of that dark Hour, Reſolve your ſelves a-part, S 
r 11] ome to You anon. 5 
Ik 1 Lair. We are rt ſolv'd, my Lord. | 7 
a : Mack Fil call upon you 7 25 ght; abide within. os 
| 14 | Tt is concluded; B 1: 77, thy ,ul's Flight, : | 5 
| 14 fit fnd Heav'n, mult find it out to-night, [ Exeunt, : 
VVV I, 2 
r Enter Lady Macbeth. and a Servant. 
r Lad) Is Ha ius gone from Court ? 1 
1 | Ser., Ay, \ladam, but returns again to-night, = 
IF 118 Lady Say to the King, L would attend his Leila c, =. 
16 For a few Words. We 
. Serv. Madam, I will. = 
| "2 


" D 
8 SE 
q — 


2 


is EI 5 


ght. 


eiſure, 


L 5 


4 
Fre we will eat our 
in 


| : ES . 
The Tragedy of MAcCBETH. 
Lady. Nought' s had, all's ſpent, ; 
Where our Deſire is got without Content 
"Tis ſafer to be that which we deſtroy. 

Than by Deſtruction dwell in doubt tul Tor, 
E tw Ma ebeth. 

v 1157 do jou “,p alone? 


low how, my Lord. 
01 gur Com Pt anions mai) ing? 


ſorrieſt Fance 


Uſing thoſe 1 coughts. which hond indeed have dy'd 
With them they think on; Ihings wirhout alt Remedy 


Should be without Regard ; Whar's done, is done. 
Rich. We have * ſcotcied the Snake, 
Ghell cloſe, and be hor ſeif; whit our poor XIalice 
Demains in Danger of ner tormer 1 nl 
ut let both VV les disjoint, and a 
ans in "Fer 115 let p 
b Affliction of theie terrible Dicams, 


219% Kill d 1 it. 


Ln! ings ſuſter, 


hat ſhake us nightly. Rok be with the Dead. 
] 5 heh we, to; gain our Place, have ſent to Peace) 
han on the Torture of the Mind to lic = 
In refileſs Ectaty: e e Is in is rave: 
Atter Life's tu Fever, he fleeps well; 
t r2a;0n has done lite XV or? „ er Steel nor Pen, 
Nlalice dome lick, foreign Levy, nothing 
Can touch him farther ' 

Lady. Come on 3 
Gentle my Lord, ſteek cer your rugged Tac Ks, 


it 
Be rich Py ; jt as 133 e a 4 w > * 
& OTA and jpovi2] mong „Diff Linen tome 


Macb. So ſhall I, 


Lie 2 4 


Jet t your Remenb Fan. 111! QED.) O Bang; 
Ti. : * ; I ov 7 
N him Eminence, bath with Les and Pong 


. 


x f 1 3 11 182 
ie the V 1 je, that we nuit lcave ons ENOUTs 


Iv 


1 
3 * 0 A 2s j —E % ” 2 1 1 1 % TT & 
Is Our ears 0 igninng N e Ae 


7 #- Y = — — LEES * 
LA. l must 4 Ve ils, 
LEE | 6 OM 3 „„ 
474A, S dull Ot KACOV Dat en gear VY-15 
a — 
Whg * * 8 SIT ; 8 A & 3 —_ ? 7 * 7 7 — 7 i, * A 
4 110 1 ion 1 that id t Wiitd GENE ite wess 
1 5 5 Ws. + * 8 5 
La ly. But F neter a 
N Tak 3 gy vs W 
cb. + eres, Cemom hetzen ate A nNHADE 


Then be thou jecund. Exe the E 
Elis cloyſter'd Flight, ere to 
Phe ſhard- born Beetle wi: h his HOW y £40475 


Eat 1 rung Ni 


* — 
- 


r 
I 
5 the e ſo flatt'rin g Streams, and inake Out races 
* - * 
0 


5 7 * = 
black Heca7's Surrimcns 


3 [1 . + 1 ö 1 
is Zi 5 Yaioning Pe. |, there thay be de 
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A Deed of dreadful Note. 


Lady. What's to be done ! 

+ Mach, Be innocent of the Knowledge, deareſt Chuck, 
'Till thou applaud the Deed : Come Healing Night, 
Skaif up the tender Eye of pitiful Day, 
And with thy bloody and inviſible Hand 
Cancel and tear to Pieces that great Bond, 
Whick keeps me pale ! Light thickens, and the Crow 
Make Wing to th' rooky Wood : 
Good Things of Day begin to droop 150 drowze, 
Whiles Night's black Agents to their Prey do rouze. 
Thou marvell'ſt at my Words; but hold thee till ; 

Things had begun, make irong themſelves by ill: 


| vo pr'ythee 80 with me. (Exeunt. 


SCENE lv. 
A Park, the Caſtle at a diſtance. 


E ter three A1. 1 t er 2. 


1 Mr. But wio did bid thee j join with as ? 
Tir, Nacoetn. 
2 Myr. He needs not to miſtruſt, fince he delivers 
Our Offices, and what we. have to do, 
To the Direction juſt. 
I Mun. I hen ftand with us. | | 
The Weſt yet glimmers with ſome Streaks of Day : 
Now ſpurs the + lated Fraveller apace, 
To gain the timely Inn, and near approaches, 
The Subject of qur Watch. | 
3 Mur. Hark, I hear Horſes, 
Banguno es Gi us Light there, ho! 
2 Mur. Then it is he: The reſt . 
That are within the Note ef Expectation, 
Already are they i' th' Court. | | 
1 Mir, His Horſes go about. ; 
3 Mur. Almoſt a „ile; but he does uſualy, - 
(So all Men do) from hence to th' Palace Gate 
Make it their Wa k. 


Enter Banquo, and Fleance with a Torch. 
: Mur. A Light, « Light, 


F aich. 


: 1 Mar. 


Crow 


„ers 8 


Jay . 


| Mar. 


1, fied. 
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Mar. Tis he. 
1 Mur. Stand to't, 
Ban, It will be Rain to-night. 
> Mur. Let it come down. 
Ran. Oh Treachery ! 


Fiy, Fleance, fly, fly, fly, 
| . I lou —— ſt Revenge. Oh Slave a 


(Dees. Fleance eſca pes. 
3 Mur. Who did Allee out the Light? 

1 Mer, Was't not the Way ß 

Mar. There's but one down, ; the Son 


2 Muir. We've lot wal half of our Affair. 
ur. Well, let's away, and ſay how much is 
0698 l Exeunt, 


SCENE V. 


A Ram of State in the Caftle. — 


4 Banquet prepar d. Enter Macbeth, Lady, Roſe, 


Lenox, Lords, and Attendants. 
Mach. You know your own Degrees, ſit down: 


And firit and laſt the hearty Welcome. 


Lords. Thanks to your Majelty. 
Mach. Our ſelf will mingle with Society, | 


3 8 And play the humble Hoſt: 
Our Hoſteſs keeps her State, but i in beſt time 
» We will require her welcome. [de ft; 


Lady. Pronounce it for me, Sir, to all our F riends, 


5 | : For my Heart ipeaks, they're Welcome. 


Enter firſt Murtherer. 
| Mach. See they Engounter thee with their Heart 
'Tnauks, | 
| Both ſides are even: Here Tl! fie i v th mide; 
he large in Mirth, anon we'll drink a Meaſure 
The Table round There's Blood upon thy Face. 


(To the Murthercr aſide at the Door. 


Mar. "Tj is Ba.quo's then. 
Mach. Tis better thee without, than he within, 
Is he diſpatch'd? 
Aur, wy Lord, his Throat 15 cut, 1 9 d that for him, 
Macs, 


—— — — re - — — 
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% 
* 


Mach. Thou art the beſt of Cut throats; yet lie- 
good, | | 
Tia did the like for Elass. If thou dit it 
T.zou art the Non-pareil. | 
Myr. Moſt royal Sir, 
Fleance i is ſca p'd. 
Mach, Then comes my Fit again I had. elie beer 
| crtect ; 
Whole as the Marble, founded as the Rock, 
As broad and gen'ral as the caſing Air: 


Bat now I'm cabin d, cribb'd, confn'd, bound: in 


To fawey Doubts and Fears. But Banguo's ſafe ? —— 
Mur. Ay, my good Lord: Safe in a Ditch he bid 


Wich twenty trenched Gaſhes on his Head; 


The leaſt a Death to Nature. 
Mach. Thanks for that; 


"There the grown Serpent ies: The Wor A t s lect 


Elath Nature that in Time will Venom breed, 

No Aeeth for th” pre:ent. Get thee gone, to-morrow 

We'll hear our ſelves again. [Z xit Murther 
Lady. My royal Lord, | | 


Von do not give the Chæer; the F caſt! 8 * cold 


hat is not often vouched, . Mile 'tis making, 


Iis given with Welcome. Lo feed, were beſt at home : 


4 on hence, the Siwce to Meat is Ceremony : 
Meeting were bare without it. 
(The Ghojt of Banquo riſes, aud fits in Macbetl s Place. 
Ach. S cet Remembrancer ! 
Now good Digeſtion wait on Appetite, 
And teaith on both! 
Len. Mav't pleaſe you Highneſs ſit? 3 
Mach. Here had we now our Country” $ Honeu: 1 
root'd, 5 


Were the grac'd Perſon of our * preſent; 3. 


Whom 1 may rather challenge for e 
Than Pity ier Miſchance ! | 

Rafe. 'His Abſence, Sir, | | ; 
4 Blame upon his Promiſe, Pleas't your IIighnet 


Jo grace us with your royal Company ? 


Mach. The Table's full. La. 
Len. Here's a Place reſerv'd, Sir. ; | 
As | Z 


» 
be RIP 

4. bs, 
Ta w ! 


gli. 


— — 
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Mach. Where? | 
Len. Here, my good Lord. 
Vhat ist that moves your Highneis ? = 
Mach. Which of you have done this? „ 
Lords, What, my good Lott? | 
Aach. Thou canſt not ſay I did it: Never ſhake 
Thy Goary looks at me. 
Refſe Centlemen riſe, his Highneſs 3 is not well. 
Lady. Sit, worthy Friends, my Lord is often thus, 
And hath been from his Youth. Pray you ke ecp Seat. 
The Fit 15 momentary, on a Tho! ught | | 
iel He will again be well. If much you note him — 
Pon ſhall offend him, and extend his Paſſion; 1 
8 and regard him not. Are you a Man? 
To Nacbeth ade. p 
" Mack. Ay, and a Bold one, that dare look cn that 


vet hie'* 


le. 

Which might appall the Devil. | 
8 Lady. Proper Stuff! 155 | f 
1 Thi 18 15 the very Painting of your Fear; 3 ER . [afrcdle, 


. This is the Air-drawn- dagger which you aid 
Let you to Dancan. Oh, theſe Flaws and Starts, 
5 Ilmpoſtures to true Fear) woul well become 
A Woman's Story at a Winter's Fire, 
Authoriz'd by her G:awdam. Shame it ſelf! | 
BB. by do you make fuch Faces? When all's done | F 
Pac, Lou! 10⁰ k but on a Stool. 2 
Mach. Pr'ythee fee there! 
Behold ! look ! loe! How fay you? 
| | | Pointing. to the Gift, 


ſe. JA Fi SI 
— — — — r 


home ; 


Why, what care J, if thou canſt nod, fpeak too. — A 

Tonour © ff Charnel- houſes and our Graves muſt fend _ = 
| * Thoſe that we bury, back; our Monuments 4 
Shall be the Maws of Kites. Th hoſt va wiſh TA 

Ladr. What? Quite unmann'd in Folly ? 1 

Macb. If 1 ſtand here, I ſaw him. | i 

p- Lady. Fie for Shame, \} 

Se 5 Macb. Blood hath been ſhed ere now, 7th oiden 
4 Time, 7 

2 .._- Ere humane Statute purg'd the gentle Weal | 4 
Ay, and ſince too, Murthers have been per! form- 5 4 

I o0o terrible for th Ear: The Times have been =_ 

5 „ . n I Hat -- 


F 
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That when the Breins were out, the Man would: die 
And there an End; but now they riie again 


With twenty mortal Xlurther on their Crowns, 
And 


puſh us from our Stools; this is more fliange 
Than ſuch a Murther is. 

Lady. My worthy Lord, 
Your noble Friends do lack You, 

Macb, I forgot 


Do not muſe at me, my moſt worthy Friends, 


I; have a ſtrange Infirmity, Which is nothing 
To thoſe that know me Love and Health to all! 


Then I'll fit down: Give me fome Wine, fill full--- 
I drink to ch' general Joy of he whole Table, 

And to our dear Friend Bangquo wiom we miſs, . 
Would he were here! to all, and him, we thirſt, 


And all to all. _ 
Lords. Our Duties, and the Pledoe; ©: 
(Tbe Ghoſt RY T4 again. 
Mack, Avaunt. and qui: my Sight: Let the Farth 
hide thee : 
Thy Bones are Marrowleſs, thy Blood is cold; z 


Thou haſt no Speculation in thoſe Eyes 


Which thou doſt glare with. 
Lady. Think of this, good Peers, 


| But as a thing of Cuſtoar: Tis no other, 
Only it ſpoils the Pleaſnre of tlie Time. 


Mach. What Man dare; I dare: 


Approach thou like the rugged Ruan Bear, 
The arm'd Rhinoceros, or Hyrcanian Tyger, 
Take any Shape but that, and my firm Nerves 


Shall never tremble. Be alive again 

And dare me to the Deſart with thy Sword; 

If Trembling 1 + inhibit, then proteſt me 

The Baby of a Girl. Hence horrible Shadow, 
Unreal Mock'ry hence Why fo, —-—- be gone 


(The _ Vanyhes. 


1 am a Man again pray you. ſit ſtill. (The Lords ꝛiſe. 

Lady. You have Griplac'd the Mirth, broke the good 
Meeting | 

With moſt admired Diſorder. 

Mach. Can ſuch Things be, 


And 


YO To AA — — — SRES, 
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die | 
| And overcome us like a Summer's Cloud 
Without our ſpecial Wonder? You make me ſtrange 
Ev'n to the Diſpoſition that I owe, 
When now I think you can behold ſuch Sights, 
And keep the natural Ru! by of your Cheeks, 
When mine is blanch'd with Fear. 
Da. What Sights, my Lord? 
0 Lach. I pray you peak not 3 he grows wo: Me ae 


7 . orie, 
14-0 Queiion enrages him: At once, good- night. 
ul. Stand not upon the Order of your going, 


Bat go ar once. 

Len Goog night, and better Health. 

Attend oy dajeity. | | | 

- Lead, | Goof? Night to all. N [Exeunt Lords: 

ach, I will have Diood, they ſay pioud Will have 

gain. | B. wa 5 ES 25 
zartk Stones have been K. nown to move, and Trees to ſpeak; 
5 Augures that unde: ſtood Relation; have 


By &lag-p ies, aud by | Coughs, and Rooks brought forth 


The fee. it Man of Þ ood. Wi nat is the Night -? 
Lady. Aimoſt at Odds with Morning w hich is whic 
272 5 Ho * lay "K Thou, that Bacduf denies his Per- 
53 en, ; 5 85 
At our great Bidding ? N 
Lad). Did you tend to him, Sir? _ 
| Mach. I hear it by the Way, 15 I will fend 
Thee is not one of them, but in his Houle 
2 keep a Servant fee'd. 1 will to-morrow 
8 imes I will) uno the wayward Siflers 
Aiore all they peak; For now I'm bent to know 
5 the work Me ans, the worit, for mine own good; 
All Cauies ſliall give Way, Iam in Blood 
| >: opt in fo far, that ſhould J wade no more, 
- PKeturnizo vere as tedious as go-0'er: 
noſes. range '! hings T have in Head, that will to Hand, 
; 7 Wich mutt be acted ere they may be ſcann d. 
8⁰ LD 4 andy. You lack the Sealor of ail Natures, Sleep. 


Itech, Come, we'll to ſleep; my range and Self- 


And : 5 te initiate * that wants hard Uſe: 
28 15 5 
15 7 re yet but young indeed. | (Exeunt, 


; | SCENT 
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SCENE VI. The Heath. 
Thunder, Entcr the three Witches, meeting Hecate. 


1/ Mit. Why how now, Hecat' you look angerly, 
Hee. Have I not Reaſon, Beidams, as you are ? 


1 Ht. 5 


Sawcy, and over- bold, how did you dare L 
To Trade and Traffick with Macbeth,  * 4 
In Riddles and Affairs of Death? | 1 y 
And 1, the Miftefs of your Cha:ms, : 
The cloſe Contriver of all Harms, 

Was never call'd to bear my Part, : 
Or ſhew the Glory of our Art ? 1 
Ard which is worſe, all you have done 7 
Hath been but for a wayward Son, : 1 
Spiteful and wrathful, who, as others do, 1 

Loves for izis own Ends, not for you, - 

But make amends now; get you gone, * 
And at the Pit of Acheron 5 5 
Meet me i'th' Morning: Thither he 1 
Will come to know hi: Deſtiny; _ 9 
Your Veſſels and your Spells provide, T 
Your Charms, and every thing belide, 1 
Jam forth' Air: This Night Ill ſpend _ | 8 
Unto a diſmal, fatal End, . 5 
Great Buſineſs muſt be brought ere Noon; 2 

Upon the corner of the Moon ry 
There hangs a vap'rous Drop, profound; * 
I'll catch it ere it come to Ground : _ 

And that diſtill'd by magic Slights, Pi 
Shall raiſe ſuch artificial Sprights, | 15 
As by the Strength of their IHuſion, 0 

Shall draw him on to his Confuſion. ＋I 

He ſhall ſpurn Fate, ſcorn Death, and bar . 
His hopes 'bove Wiſdom, Grace, and Fear : Ic 

And you all know, Security - _ T. 

Is Mortals chiefeſt Enemy. [Muſick and a Sor, 171 

Hark, I am call'd my little Spirit ſee 8 = P. 

Sits in the foggy Cloud and ſtays for me, 3 655 

g avithin, Came away, come away, &c. lt Fr | 
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T 11 Witch, Come, let's make haſte, ſhe'll ſoon be 
back again. E xcunt. 


SCENE VI, 


1 Enter Lenox and another Lord, = 
„ Ten, My former Speeches have but hit ycur Thoughte, 
Which can interpret farther; Only I ſay . 
Things have been ſtrangely born. The graqous Dazcan 
Was pitled of Macbeth — marry he was dead : 
And the right valiant Baguoawalk'd too late. 
Whom you may fay, if't pleaſe you, Nuance kill'd, 
For Fleauce fled : Men muſt not walk tco late. 
Who cannot want the Thought, how monitrous too 
It was for Mal:amb, and for Donalbaine 
” To kill their gracious. Father? Damned Fact 
low did it grieve Macbeth? Did he not ſtrait 
In pious Rage the two Delinquents tear 
That were the Slaves of Drink and thralls of Sleop ? 
Was that not nobly done? Ay, wiſely too; : 
For 'twou'd have anger'd any Heart alive : 
To hear the Men deny't. So that I ſay _ 
He has born all Things well, and I do think 
That had he Dancan's Sons under his Key, 
(As and't pleaſe Heav'n he ſhall not) they ſhould find 
-What'twere to kill a Father: So ſhould Fleance. 
But peace ! For from broad Words, and 'cauſe he fau'd 
His Preſence at the Tyrant's Feaſt, I hear 
Macduff lives in diſgrace. Sir, can you tell 
Where he beſtows himſelf ? 5 
Lord. The Sons of Duncan, | 
From whom this Tyrant holds the due of Birth, 
Live in the Engliſb Court, and are rece iv'd 
Of the moſt pious Edvard, with ſuch Grace, 
That the Malevolence of Fortune nothing 
Takes from his Right Reſpect. Thither Macduff 
Is gone to pray the King upon his Aid 
95 To wake Northumberland, and warlike Scyavard; 
Ms: hat by the Heip of thee, (with Him above 
: To ratify the work) we may again 
Give to our Tables Meat, Sleep to our Nights; 
Fee from our Feaſts and Banquets bloody Knives; 
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Do faithful Homage, and receive free H onours, 


All which we pine for now. And this report 
Hath fo exaip rated their King, that he 
Prepares for ſome Attempt. 
Len. Sent he to Macduſß? 
Lurd. He did; and with an abſolute, Sir, not 15 


The cloudy Nleſſenger turns me his Back, 


And hums ; as who ſhould ſay, you'll rue the Time 
That clogs me with this Anfwer. 
Len. And that well mfght 


Adviſe him to a Care 0 hold what Diſtance 


His Wiſdem can p!ovice. Some holy Angel 
Fly to the Court of Tagan, and unfold 


His Meſſage ere te come ! That a ſwiſt Pleſüng 


May boo returp to tive our ſuffering Country, 


Under a Hand accurs'd! 


Lord. I'll ſend my Pray'rs with him. s (Extunt 


FF 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 
4 dark Cave, in the Middle a great Cauldron: 


burning. 


Thunder. | F nter the three Witches. | 5 . 


17 Wi tch. HRICE the brinded Cat hath mew'd. 
24 Witch. Thrice, and once the 
hedge Pig Whin'd. V 
34 W itch. Harper crys, tis Time, tis Time. 


1 / Witch. Round about the Cauldron £9, | 14 


In poiſon'd Entrails throw 
(They march round the Cauldron, and thow in the 
ſeveral Ingredients as for thePrefaration of thur 
Charm. 
Toad, that under the cold Stone, 
Days and Nights has, thirty One, 


Swielter'd Venom fleeping got; 


Boil thou firſt th? charmed Pot. 


All. Double, double Toil and Trouble; 1 


Fire burn, and Cauldron bubble. | _—_— 
| | 1 88 | 17 Witch, 


1 
F 
\ 
4 
[ 
1 
I 


5 


„ Of) — — — Sy, — 


vn 


*. 
he 


the 
We” 


- 


1 Witch, Fil et 0. any Snake, 
In the Cauldion boi and bade; 
Eye of Newt and Toe of Vrog; 
Wool of Bai, and tongue of Dog; 


Adder's Fork, and B. ind worm Sting, 


Lizard's Leg, and Owiet's Wing; 
For a Charm of pow'rful Trouble, 
Like a Heil broth, boil and bubble. 
All. Double, double, oil and Trouble, 
Fire burn, and C:uldroa budb.e. 
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3 Witch. Scale of Dragon; '1'ooth of Wolf, 


Witches Mummy, Maw and Gulf 


Of the raveing ſalt Sea-ſhars ; 
Root of Hemlock d gg'd r th' Dark; 
Liver of blaipheming Tea; 

Gall of Goat, and {lips of Yew, 
Silver'd in the Moon's Eclipſe; 

Noſe of Turk, and Tartar's Lips; 


Finger of Birth-itrangled Babe, 


Pitch-delivered by a Drab; 
Make the Grewel thick, and ſiab. 


Add thereto a 'Tyger's Chawdton, 


For the Ingredients of our Cauldron. 
Al. Double, double, Toil and Trouble, 
Fire burn, and Cauldron bubble. 
2 Witch. Cool it with a Babonn's Blood, 


Then the Charm is firm and good. 
Enter Hecate and 0 Dog three Witches 
Hec. Oh! well done! I commend your Pains 


And every one ſtall ſhare i' th' Gains, 
And now about the Cauldron fing 


Like Elves and Fairies in a Ring, 


Inchanting all that you put in. 


| Aujick and à Song, 

Black Spirits and White, 
Blue Spirits and Grey. 

Mingle, minele, mingle, 


You that mingle 7A) 


* 


2 Witch. By the prick ing of my Thumbs 


Something wicked this way comes: 


Open Locks, whoever Knocks. 


SCENE 


The Tragedy of. MACBET AH. 


S CEN E II. 
Enter Macbeth. 


Mach. Hey now, you ſecret black and ORIEL ags? 
What is't you do? e e e 
All. A Deed without a Name. 
Mach. I conjure you, by that Wick) you profeſs, 
(tow cer you come to know it) aniwer me. 
Tho' you unite the Winds, and let them fight 
Againſt the Churches; tho? the yeſty Way es 
: Confourd and iwallow Navigation up; . 
© 'Tho' bladed Corn be lodg'd, and Trees b' ovw/n down, 
* Tho' Caſtles topple on their Warders Heads ; 
Tho! Palaces zad Þ *y1amids do lope 
Their Heads to their Foundations; tho' the Treaſure 
f Nature's Germains tumble ail together, 
Even till Deſtruction ſicken : Anſwer me 
Jo what J ask you. | | 
I / IV itch. Speak. 
24 Mitch. Demand. 
zu Witch, Weil anſwer. 
% Witch. Say, if th hadſt rather bear it {rom our 
Mouths. 
Or from our Mafters ? 
Mach. Call 'em : Let me fee 'em. 
1/7 Milch. Pour in Sow's Blood, that hath eaten 
Her nine Farrow): Greaſe that's iweaten 
From the XIurth'rer's Gibbgr, throw 
Into the Flame: 
Al] Come High or Low: 
Thy ſelf and Office deftly . 
Apparition of an armed Head riſes. 
Mach. Tell me. thou unknown Power ——— 
1f Witch, He knows thy Thought: 
Hear his Speech, but ſay thou ought. 
AYP. Macbeth / Macbeth / Macbeth! 
OUT] — — 
Beware the Thane of Fife ---- diſmiis me enough. 
| 5. ſcends. 
Mach. What: ee thou art, for thvC ood cannon Thanks, 
Thou'ſt harp! d my fear aright, Bui one Word more - 
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Witch. He will not be commanded ; here's another 


Rice potent than the firſt. 1 [Dunder. 
| Aßbarition of a bloody Ch: Id riſes, | 
Abp. Macbeth! Macbeth ! Macbeth! 


FA Mach. Had I three Ears, I'd hear thee. 


eg 
1 


Als. Be bloody, bold, and reſolute ; laugh to Scorn 


The Pow'r of Man; For none of Woman born 

© Shall harm Macbeth. ¶ Defeends. 
Macb. Then live Macduff: What Need I fear of thee? 
EB ut yet I'll make Aſſurance double ſure, 

And take a Bond of Fate ; thou ſhalt not live, 


That I may tell pale-hearted Fear, it lyes; 


And ſleep in Spight of L'hunderr. [Thunder 
: Apparition of a Child crow ned, with A Tree in 
bis 1 . 
* What i is this, 
: That riſes like the Ile of 'a King. 
* And wears upon his Baby -brow the Round 


z 'E nd T Op of Sovereiguty ? 


Al. Liſted, but ſpeak not. 
App. Be lion-mettled proud, and tale no Care, 
AZ ho Chafes, who Frets, or where Con{pirers are, 
Macbeth ſhall never vanquiſh'd be, until 
real Birnam Wood to Dunſindne 5 high Hill. 
Shall come againſt him. e 
Mach. That will never be: 
* Who can impreſs the Foreſt, bid the Tree 


5 i Ins ix his earth- bound Root ? $weet Boadments! good! 


' Rebeliious Dead, riſe never till the Wood 
Ot Birnam riſe; and our high-plac'd DMacheth 
Shall life the Leaſe of Nature, pay his Breath 


7 Jo Time 5 mortal Cuſtom, Yet my Heart 


= Throbs to know one Thing; Tell me, (if your Art 
Can tell fo much) ſhall Bangub's lilue ever 


| E Reign in this Kingdom? 


All. Seek to know no more. 
[ The Cauldron fi. © into the Gr cunt, 
| Mach. I will be ſatisfy'd. Deny me this, 
And an eternal Curſe fall on you : Let me know. 
Why 6 aks that Cauldron ! And What Noile is this? 


* 


- a ws Hobo 1 
Ef 1, eb Shew! 


' 2d 2 


ä — — 5 
* 


Ihy crown do's fear mine F,ye-ba 1s. 
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24 Itch. Shew ! 
34 Witch, Shew |! 
All. Shew his Eyes, and grieve his Heart, 
Come like Shadows, ſo depart 
[E:oht Kings appear and paſs over in order, and 
Banquo a, with Glaſ in his Hand. 

Mach. Thou art too like the Spirit of Bangno; down 
And thy Hair 
(Thou other Go'd bound brow) is like the firſt 
A th: id, 18 like the former — filthy Hags ! 


Why do you ſhew me this? — A fourth? . Start Fel 3 4 
What, will the Line firetch out to th' crack of D 


Word, deci | 


= Seize 


His 


Another yet ? -- A ſeventh ! I'll tee no more <--- : Tha 
And yet the Eigth appears, who bears a Glzfs, his 
Which ſhews me many more; and {ome | {ce n | 
That twofo'd Balls and treble Scepters carry. Com 
ee e N 75 ee tis true, = 
For the B.ood-boler'd Ba; 9715 {miles uron me, 5% 
Aud ponts a them for his. What, is this 0? 5 
172 Witch AY Sir, a'! this is o. But WJ bo 
Stands Ia. het > thus amazediy ? "2 
Come Sifters, chear we up his Spriz'rts, 5 
And ſhew te heit of oar Deliglits 2, 
FP; Charm the Air to give 2 Sound . 
While „eu perform your Antique round 1 N 
That this creat Ring may kindly ſay, =, 
Our Dutt s Cid his Meleome pay. a. , ” His { 
| 5 [Ie Hiiielies Date, and Van, 5. Our | 
Math. Where are they? Gone? — Let this pet- [2D No 
| nicious o our 5 Whet 
Stand av, accuried in the Kalendar II 
Come in, without there? is! 
later Lenox. From 
Zen What's your Grace's Will? He w 
Mach. Saw you the wayward Sillers ? ? he 
Len. No, my Lord = | 5 Her 
7 Nack. Came they not by yon . | | £ + All is 
Len. No indeed, my 10 4. | As lite 
3 Infee ed be the Air whereon thev ride, ' BY ru! 
And damu'd al! thoſe that traſt them ! I did hear 1 Ro, 
The ga Joping of Horſe. Who was't came by? 1 5 I pra 
Len. Tis wo or three, * Lord, that bring vou | He's! 


1cduff is fled to England. 
4 7 —_ Fled to I 
Len. Ay, my good Lord 
| | Mach. Time thou amiciparlt my tread Exploits: 
The flighty Purpoſe never is o'ertook 
I Ualeſs the Deed go * it. From this Moment, 
Wa!!! 8 7 he very Firſtlings o my Heart ſhall be 
Tr'he Firſtlings of my Hand. And even now 
ER, o crown my Thoughts with Acts, be't thought and done: 
Phe Caſtle of Macduſ I will ſurprize, - 
Nel! => Seize upon Fife, give to the Edge o' th' Sword 
2. His Wife, his Babes, and all unfortunate Souls 
3 hat trace him in his Line. No boaſting like a Fool 
This Deed 1'1l do before this Purpoſe cool. 
But no more Sights. Where are theſe Gentlemen ? 
Pome, bring me where they are. (Exenrt, 


SCENE III 
Macduff 's Ceftle 
Enter Lady Macduff, ber Son, oy: Role 


555 Macd. What had he done, to make his fly the Lang? 2 
Na,. You muſt have patience, Madam. 
I Macd. He had none; 


64.1 | lis flight was Madneſs ; when our Actions do not, 
17h, | 5 Fears do make us Traitors. 
per. . Roß You know not, 


Whether it was his Wiclom, or his Fear: | 
L Madd Wiſdom? To leave his Wife, toleave his Babes, 
His Manſion, and his Titles, in a Place | 
= From whence himſelf does fly? He loves us not. 
lle wants the natural Touch; for the poor Wren, 
he moſt diminitive of Birds, will fight, 
| © Her young Ones in her Neſt, againſt the Ou! : 
1 Allis the Fear, and nothing i is the Love; 
oY little is the Wiſdom where the F light 
80 runs againſt all Reaſon, 
R/ Deareſt Couſn, 
I pray you School yougfelf; but for your Huchand, 
les Dale, Wiſc, iche and belt evt, ETON 
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The Fits o'th' Time. I dare not ſpea much farther, 7 7 
But cruel are the Times, when we are Traitors, Ec. 
And do not know ourlelves ; When we hold Rumour 
From what'we'fear, yet know not what we h 
But float upon a wild and violent Sea 5 
Fach way, and move. I take my leave of you; 


Shall not be long but I'll be here again: 5. 

Things at the worſt will ceaſe, or elſe climb upward Poul 
To What they were before: My pretty Conſin, | e 
Bleſling upon you. 1 


L Macd. Father 4 he is, and yet he s Fatherleſs. 
Koſ. IJ am fo much a Fool, ſhould I ſtay longer, 4 
It would be my Diſgrace and your Diſcomfort. es io 


J take my Leave at once. [Ei Rolle. | 8 M 
L Macd. Sirrah, your Father's dead, rue 


And what w ill you do now? How will you live ? 1 1 PE 
Son. As Birds do, Mother. , 


- { 
IL Macd. What, on Worms and Flies? = IJ y 
Fon. On what I get, and ſo do they. frof 
I. Macd. Poor Bird! ro 
Thou'dſt never fear the Net, nor Line, | 75 
The Pit-fall, nor the Gin. 8 1 d: 
Son. Why ſhould I, Mother! poor Birds they are net = 7 
. ſet for. 8 0 I've 
My Father is not dead, far all your ſaying. 1 Mm 
L Macd. Yes he is dead; how wilt thou do for 3 2 15 6f 
Father? -: - -:- Acc 
Son. How will you do for a Husband ? 2 Do 


L Macd. Why, I can buy me twentv at any Market. TO 
Fon. Then you'll buy 'em to ſell again. N 
I. Macd. Thou ſpeak'ſt with albthy Wit, and yet! "faith 
Mich wit enough for thee. 


Sen, Was my Father a Traitor, Mother! ?: _ 2 
L Macd. Ay that he was. = L 
Son. What is a Traitor: | + Wh 
L Macd. Why one that Swears and Lies | PD 
Sn. And be all Traitors that do oF... == £5, 

L Macd. Every one that does ſo is a Traitor, and 8 1 
muſt be Hang'd. Lou 


Son. And muſt they all be Hang d that ſhear and lie? $ 8, 
L Maca. Every one. | 2 
den. Who muſt Hang e chem J | A 

L Macd. , 


* 
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r, * 7. Macd. Why, honeſt Men. 
'E 3 Lon. Then the Lyars and Swearers are Fools ; for 


"here is Lyars and Swearers enow to beat the honeit 

"Ken, and hang vp them. 

I. Macd. God help thee, poor Monkey : But 18 

eilt thou do for a Father ? 

Faon. It he were dead you'd weep for him: If you 

> would not, it were a good Sign that 1 ſhould quickly 
 * have a new Father. 

XZ L Macs, Poor Pratler! how thou talk: 3 
» #7 Eater & Meæſenger. 
ole, © 15 2 Mey, Bleſs you, fair Dame, I am not to you I:novn, 

Tho” in your State of Honour I am perfect: 
I doubt ſome Danger does approach you nearly. 
If you will take a home! y Man's Advice, 8 Y 
he not found here, hence with your little ones. 
Jo fright you thus methinks I am too Savage: 

To do worſe to you were fell Cruelty, 

Which is too nigh your Perſon, Heav'u preſerve you, 
II dare-abide no longer.. Exit A eng 4 
ent > L Macd. Whither ſhould I ay ? © 
l've done no harm. But I remember now 
1 4 m in this earthly World, where to do Harm 
or 3 8 © Leften laudable, to do Good ſometime 

Accounted dang'rous Folly, Why then, ala, 
Do I put up that womanly Defence, 
ket. Y = To fay Tad none no Harm What are theſe F ace: i 


? 


"faith 7 45 | TI nter Eur Ferre, 


Mar. Where is your Husband „ N - 
— L3Macd. I hope in no Place ſo unſanctified "lf 
Where ſuch as thou may'ſt find him. ' 
Mar. He's a Traytor. | 
Son. Thou ly'ſt, thou ſhag- card Villain, 


„ and x Mur. What )ou Egg ? —_ ( Stabbing Bim. | 
i 5 Young Fry of Treacher7 © ©: 9 
lie? Son. He 'as killed me, Mother, 0 


"RP 


; of 


Run auay, Pray you. 


4 | | 81 Exit, eryi ins 1 
Macd. | | © 2 a SCENE 
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e R NE Tv. 
The King of England” s Palace. 
Enter Malcolm and Macduff. 


Mal. Let us feck out ſome deſolate Shade, and chere 8 


| Weep our ſad Poſoms empty. 

Macd, Let us rather - 
Hold fait the mortal Sword; and like good Wen, 
Peſtride our downfal Birth doom: Each new Morn, 
New Widows howl, new Orphans cry, new Sorrorvs. 
Strike Heaven on the Face, that it reſounds 
As if it ſelf with Scotland, and yell'd out 

Like Syllables of Dolour. _ 

Mal. What I believe, I'll wail ; 
What know, believe; and what I can redreſs, 
As I ſhall find the Time to Friend, Twill. 
What you have ſpoke, it may be io perchance ; 
This Tyrant, whole fole Name bliſters our Tongues, 
Was once thought honeſt: You have lov'd him well, 


He hath not touch'd you yet; I'm young, but ſomethin; 1 


You may diſcern of him thro' me, and Wiſdom 
Io offer up a weak, poor, innocent Lamb, 

1“ appeaſe an angry God. 

Macd. I am not treach'rous, 

Mal. But Macbeth 1s. | 
A good and virtuous Nature may recoil 
In an imperial Charge. I crave your Pardon: 

That which you are, my 'Thoughts cannot tranſpote ; 
Angels are bright ſtill, tho the brighteſt Fell: 

Tho all Things foul would wear the Brows of Grace, 
Yet Grace muſt till look fo. 

 Macd. I've loſt my Hopes. 

Mal. Perchance ev'n there, where I did find my Doubts 
Why in that Rawneſs left you Wife and Children? 
Thoſe precious Motives, thoſe ſtrong Knots of Love, 
Without Leave-takin | 
Let not my Jealouſies of your Difhonours, 

But mine own Safeties. You may. be rightly Juſt, 
Whatever I al think, 


on 
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Þ Wy Macd. Bleed, bleed, poor Country! f | 
Great Tyranny, lay thou thy Baſis ſure, hs 
For Goodneſs dares not check thee ! Wear thou thy 
4 | Wrongs, þ 
| 5 Title is * affear'd. Fare thee well, Lord: 
I] would not be the Vilain that thou thinle'ſt 
For the whole Space that's in the Ty ran. 8 Woes 
here ; And the rich Eaſt to boot. 
Mal. Be not offended; 
I I ſpeak not as in abſolute Fear of you. 
I T think our Country finks beneath the Yoak, 
It weeps, it bleeds, and each new Day a Gaſh 
Is added to her Wounds. I think withal, 
© There would be Hands up-lifted in my Right: : 
And here from gracious England have I Offer 
Of goodly Thouſands. But for all chis, | 
3 5 When I ſhall tread upon the Tyrant's Head, . 
Or wear it on my Sword, yet my poor Connery ; 
Sͤhall have more Vices than it had before, 
1 More Suffer, and more ſundry Ways than me, 
| By him that ſhall ſucceed. 
Magd. What ſhould he be? | 
line Mal. It is my ſelf I mean, in whom I know * 
All the Particulars of Vice ſo grafted, 
That when they ſhall be open' d, black Macbeth 
Will ſeem as pure as ſnow, and the poor State 
Efteem him as a Lamb, being compar'd 
With my conſineleſs Harms. 
Maca. Not in the Legions 
1 Of horrid Hell, can come a Devil more damn'd. 
In Ills, to top Macheeh. _ _ | 
Mal. I grant him bloody, 
Luxurious, avaricious, falſe, deceitful, 
— Sudden, malicious, ſmackiag of each Sin 
—_ That has a Name. But there's no Bottom, none 
—_ In my Voluptuouſneſs; your Waves, your Nas 
_ 24 Your Matrons, and your Maids, could not fill 3 
7 The Ciftern of my Luſt; and my Deke 
All continent Impediments * ould ober- bear 
That did oppoſe my Will. Better Macbeth, Than 


* Aﬀear'd, a Law Term, for conſirm'd. 


+ This Conor ence of Malcom «ith Macduff; 75 * 
out of the C hronicles of Scotland. | | 


=; - "8. * * +22 2 


6 


Acting it many ways. 
Pour the ſweet Milk of Concord into Hell, 
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Than ſuch an one to reign, 
Macd. Boundleſs Tatemperance 


In Nature is a Tyranny; it hath been 


'Th' untimely Emptying of the happy Throne, 
And tall of many Kings. But fear not yet 
To take upon you what is yours: You may 
Convey your Pleaſures in a ſpacious Plenty, 


We've willing Dames enough ; there cannot be 
That Vulture in you to devour ſo many. 
As will to Greaineſs dedicate themſelves, | 


Finding ut ſo inclin'd. 


Mad. With this, there grows 
In my : woſt ill-compos'd Affection, ſuch 
A ſtanchleſs Avarice, that were I King 
J ſhould cut off the Nobles for their Lands; 
Deſire his Jewels, and this other's Houſe, 
And my More-having would be as a Sawce 
To make me hunger more; that I ould forge 


Qvuarrels unjaſt againſt the Good and Ne 


Deſtroy ing them for Wealth. 
Nacd. This Avarice 
Sticks deeper; grows with more pernicious. Root 


Than Summer-teeming Luſt ; and ut hath been 


The Sword of our Ain Kings : Vet do not tear, 


Scotlaud hath + Foyſons to fl up your Will 
Of your Mere own. Ailtheſe are portable, 
Wich other Graces weigh'd, 0 

Mal. Eut I have none; the Kiug- becoming Graces, : 


As Juſtice, V erty, Temp'rance, Stableneſs, 

Eounty, Perſev'rance, Mercy, Lowlineſe, 

Devotion, Patience, Courage, Fortitude 3 

J have no Reliſh of them, but abound + 

In the Diviſion of each ſeveral Crime, 

Nay, had I Power, I mould 


Uproar the univerſal Peace, confound 


Ali Unity en Earth. + 
Macd. Oh Scotland ! Scotland. — 


Mal. If ſuch a one be fit to govern, ſpeak: 
1 am as I have ſpoken. 


+ # lenty. 


And yet ſeem cold: The Time you may fo hoodwink q a 
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Macs, Fit to govern! 


Vo not to live. Oh Nation miſerable 
|» With an untitled Tyrant, bloody- ſceptred, 


| hen ſhalt thou ſee thy wholeſome Days again? 


gince that the trueſt Iſſue of thy Fhrone 


5 3 his own Interdiction ſtands acèurſt, 


—_ 7 And do's plaſpheme his Breed ? Thy royal Fathen' 
ink. ig 4 Was a moſt ſainted King; the Queen that bore thee, 


Ortner upon her Knees than on her Feet, 


d every Day ſhe liv d. Oh fare thee e well, 


1 : "Theſe Evils thou repeat'ſt upon thy ſelf, 8 $3 
TE ; Have baniſh'd me from Scocland. Oh my Beal 
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; hy Hope ends here. 


Mal. Macduff, this noble Paſſion, 


Child of Integrity, hath foom my 8001 | 


Wip'd the black Seruples, reconcil'd my Thooghts 

To thy good Truth and Honour. Deviliſn Machu 
By many of theſe Trains hath ſought to win me 
Into his Por: And modeſt Wiſdom plucks me 

From over-credulous Haſte ; bat God above 

Dea! between thee and me | for even now 

I put my ſelf to thy Direction, and 

Unſpeak mine own Detraction; here abjuro 

The 'Taints and Blames I laid upon my ſelf, 

For Strangers to my Nature. I am yet 

Unknown to Women, never was forſworn, 

Scarcely have coveted what was mine own,. 

At no Time broke my Faith, would not betray 

The Devil to his Fel'ow, and delight 

No leſs in Truth, than Life : My urſt falſe Speaking, 
Was this upon my ſelf, What I am truly 

Is thine, and my poor Country's to command ; 
Whither indeed, ' before thy Here-approach. 
Old Seywward with ten thouſand warlike Men 

All ready at a Point, was ſetting forth 
Now we'll together, and the Chance of Goodneſs 

Be like our warranted Quarrel. Way are you filent 

Macd, Such welcome, and uncle T hings, at 
once, 
'Ti hard to- recanci'e, | #® 


8 Tbe Tragedy of Macir ru. 
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5 Enter a Doctor. 3 
Mal. Well, woe anon, Comes the King ſorth, 1 
pray you? 


Doct. Ay, Sir, there are a Crew of wretched Souls 
I hat ſtay his Cure; their Malady convinces 
The great Aſſay of Art. But at his Touch, 
Such Sanctity hath Heav' n given. his Hand, . . 
They preſently amend. [Exi, 
Mal. I thank you, Doctor. . e TL, 1 
Macd. What's he Diſeaſe ke means 5 
Mal. Tis call'd the Evil, 4 
A moſt miraculous Work ia this good Ling, 
W hich often fince my Here-remain in Eng/and 
Te ſeen him do. How he ſolicits Heav'in 
Himſelf beit knows; but ſtrangely- viſited People, 
All ſwoln and ulc'rous, pityfut to the Eye, 
The mere deſpair of Surgery; he cures; 
Hanging a golden Stamp about their Necks, 
but on with holy Prayers: And ' tis ſpoken, 
To the ſucceeding Royalty he leaves 
The healing Benedictiction. With this ſtrange Virtue, 
He hath a heavenly Gift of Propheey, _ 
And ſundry Bleſſings hang about this Throne, 
That Peak lum full of Grace, 


17 Cc E N * VI. 


. 117 my I Roſſe. 


| Macd. See, who comes here! 
Mal. My Country-man ; but yet I know him not. 
Maca. My ever- gentle Couſin, welcome hither. 
Mal. I know him now. Good God, betimes remove 
The Means that makes us Strangers, OT 
| Rofſe Sir, Amen. 1 
Macd. Stands Scotland Where! it did? 3 
Roſje. * Alas poor Country, 
I Almot afraid to knw it ſelf. It cannot | 
Fe call d our Mother, but our Grave; where nothing, 
oF * But who knows nothing, is once ſeen to imile ; 


There 


The Tragedy of MaczETH. 57 


| # 1 Where Sighs and Groans, and Shrieles that rend the Air 
Are mad, not mark'd ;- where violent Sorrow ſeems 
A modern Ecſtaſy : The Dead-man's Knell | 


h. 14% 4 Is there ſcarce aſk'd, for whom? And good Mens Lives 
' 2% Expire before the Flowers in their Caps, 
Is 9 a or ere they ficken. 


Macd. Oh Relation! too nice, and yet too true. 
Mal. What's the neweſt Grief? 
| 9 2 That of an Hour's Age doth hiſs the Speaker, 
Exit, | "Each Minute teems a new one. 
M 14 NMac.l. How does my Wie? 
Noe. Why, well. 
Nacd. And all my Children F 
Rofje. Well roo. 
Macd. The Tyrant has not batterd at their Peace ? 
Roſe, No, they were well at Peace when I did leave 
'em. | 
Macd. Be not a Nipgard of your Speech: : How g goes it? | 
= Ne. When I came hither to traſport the Tidings | 
Wich I have heavily born, there ran a Rumour 
Of many worthy Fellows that were out, 
Which was to my Beiief witneſs'd the rather, 
ue, For that ] ſaw the Tyrant's Power a- foot; 
Now is tlte Time of Help; your Eye in Scotland 
Would create Soldiers, and make Women ſight. 
X Io doff their dire Diſtreſſes. 
3 Y Mal. Be't their Comfort 
We re coming. thither: Gracious England hath. 
ent us good. Seyabard and Ten Thouſand NMen:z; 
_ . Kn older, and a better Soldier, none 
bh r hat Chriſtendom gives out. 
Noe. Would. I could anſwer = 
2 This Comfort with the like. But T baue d ords; 
41 hat would be howl'd out in the deſart Air, 
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e 


Fer here hearing ſhould not catch them, e ; 
Macd. What? Concern,they * 
be gen'ral-Cauſe 7 Or is it a Fee-Grief. 
3 ue to.ſome. ſingle Breaſt : : 
. | | Boe. No Mind that's honeſt 
nA 3 But in it ſhares ſome Wos, thought «the main Part: 
© e1amn3 to. you alone. 
1 Macd.. it it be mine, 


C 55 5 er 


S -» 


: Savagely ſlaughter'd; to relate the Manner, 


Give Sorrow Words; ; the Grief that does not ſpeak 


That were moſt precious to. me : Did Herve Took 1 


” yy” vert to W rath : Blunt net the Heart, enrage it. E 
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Reep it not Nt: 85 quickly let me have it. 1 i 

Let not your Ears deſpiſe my Tongue for eve. 
W. Weh Mall poſſeſs them with the heavieſt | NW 
That ever yet they heard. | a 


Mac, Hum! I gueſs at it. 
Re/. Your Calle is ſurprlz'd, your Wife and Babes 


Were on the (Quarry of theſe murthe®. Deer 

To add the Death of you. 

Mal. Merciſul Heav'n! | | 

What Man, ne'er pull your Hat upon. your Brows ; 


Whip: rs the o'er-fraught Heart, ang bids it break. | 
 Macd. My Children too? _ Ws” 
Rog. Wife, Cluldren, Servants,. all that could 9 


_ found. 

Macd. And 1 muſt be from thence , wy Wiſe kiln 

109 | | 

Ro. I've ſaid. 855 ge 

Hal. Be comſorted. | ” 
Let's make us Med'cines of « our great Revenge, : * 
To cure. his deadly Grief. 9; oh A 

Macd. He has no Children. All my a; Ones? : rite 
Did you fay all? what all? + —aga:n 
Mal. * Endure it like a Man. ei 


Macd. I ſhall: 
But I muſt allo feel it as a Man. 
F cannot but rememember ſuch Things were, 


And would not take their part? Sinful Macduf, 
They were all ſtruck for thee * Naught that I am, 
Not for their own Demerits but for mine - 
Fell Slaughter on their Souls: Heaven reſt them now | 
Mal. Be this the Whetitene of your Sword, let Gil 


?acd. O, I cou'd pay the Woman with mine Eye, 5 
it b:aggert with my Tongue. Put gentle Heaven: 2 PI 


| | 1 * n 
Cut ſhort ail Intermiflicn: Front © Front, x ” 
8 oh Hell kite! what, all? 1 x | Conti 
What, all my pre ty Chickens, and their Dam, SD 
At one fell Swoop? mm” 
bags, i QUE It, Wc. Alfa 1 „ 
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= thou this Fiend of Scotland and myſelf | 
By Fichi my Sword's length ſet him, if he ſcape, 
Phen Heaven forgive him too! 

Mal. This Tune goes manly: 
Tome, go we to the King, our Power ts ready, 

| x lack is nothing but our leave. Macbeth 


8 Fripe for ſhaking, and the Powers above 
e on their Inſtruments. Receive what Chear you may, 
The N ight 1 is long that never finds the Day, [Exeun?; 
: tes & 4% $44 25. 1 h ir & in 4597 4% S . 


: ACT v. SCENE I. 
— i, e Anti- chamber in Macbeth's Caſtle, - 
E nter 4 Doctor of Phyfick, and a Gentlewoman. 
kill 58 6 Have two Nights watch'd with you, but can; 
= perceive no 1 ruth in your Report, When Wag 
& ſhe lat walk'd ? : 
> Gent. Since his Majeſty went into the F ield, I ine. 
een her riſe from her Bed, throw her Night Gown up- 


. 4 2 


4 #; on her, un'ock her Cloſet, take forth. Paper, fold it, 


ec) write upon't, read it, and, afterwards ſeal it, and 
again return to Bed; yet all this while in a moſt falt 
Dleep. 


Doc. A great Perturbation in N ature! to receive at 
once the Benefit of Sleep, and do the Effects of Watch- 
ing. In this lumbry Agitation, beſides her Walking,, 

. 2 0 other actual Performances, what (ac, any time) 

have you heard her ſay? 

Gent. hat, Sir, which I will not report aſter her. 
9 157 You may to me, and tis moſt meet you: 
W a 

0 Gent. Neither to you, nor any one, having no. Wits- 

nels to confirm my Speech. 
Exc, . 7 | Enter Lady Macbeth. TY 2 Taper. 

ren! ol Lo you! here ſhe comes: This is her very Guiſe, nd” 

8 5 my Life faſt a-ſleep ; obſerve her, ſtand cloſe. 
Do How came ſhe by that. Light? SD 

Cent. Why, it ſtood by ber: She. has light by bes: 

1 | tis her command, 

Daa. 29 ſee her Eyes a are open. 


* 


. 


Cen? 


| her Hands. 


now? What, will theſe Hands ne'er be cle: n? 
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Gent. Ay, but their Senſe 1s ſhut. . 
Does What is it ſhe does vow ? Look how ike rabs 


Cent. It is an accuftom'd Agtica with her, to ſecn © 
thus Waſhing her Hands: I have known her to continue 
in this a Quarter of an Hour. 

Lady. Vet here's a Spot. | 

Dec. Hark, ſhe ſpeaks. I wi ſet down what. come 
15 from her, to ſatisfy my Remembrance the more ſtrongly. 
Laa. Out! damned Spot; out I fay <—- one; too; 
Why then 'tis time to dot Hell is Murky. Fie, my 7, 
Lord, fie, a Soldier, and afraid? What need we fear, 


Who knows i it, when none can call our Power to ac- 1 BH 
coum. . yet who would have thought the old Man o 8 
have had fo much Blood in him? e 

Noe. Do you mark that? | 1 


No ꝓ - 
more O' that, my Lord, no more 0' chat; you marr al 4 
with farting. "38 
_ Dog. Goto, 8⁰ to; you have known What you a 
| ſhould not. 1 Fe) 
Gent. She has froke what the mould not, I am. ſure . Y 
of that: Heaven knows What ſhe has known, 
Tah. Here's the {mell of Blood ſtill: All the Per- 2 a 
fumes "of Arabia will nat iweeten this little Hand. Ol! i 
e e 1 
Dict. What aSigh is there? The Heart is ſorely charg d 4 
* Gent. I would not have ſuch a Heart in my Boſom, 1 
Fer the D.gnity of the w..ole OY 
Doct. Well, well, weli- ; 
Cent, Pray God. ut be, 8 1 
Doct. This Diſeaſe is beyond my Practice: Yet L 8 
Have known thoſe which have walk't in their sleep, 1 
wo have died holily in their Beds. 3 

Lad. Waſh your Hands, put. on your Night. gown, 
hook nat ſo Pale] tell you yet again, Banquos bu» 
ned; he cannst came out of his Grave. 

Lady. To Ped, to Bed; there” $ knocking at the Gate: -_ 
ä ms . come, come, give me your. et => 
W at's 3 


Lady. The Thane of Fife had a Wife; wha i is tha © 1 0 
5 


a 


3 
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1 What's done, cannot be undone. To Bed, to Bed, to 
Tabs 22 cd. ET 7 Lach. 
Dos. Will the Py now to Bed? 

ſeem Cent. Directly. 5 

tinue © 9 Doct. Foul whiſp'rings are abroad; unnatural Deeds 
Do breed unnat'ral Troubles. Infected Minds 

I 0 their deaf Pillows will diſcharge their Secrets, 
Mlore needs ſhe the Divine than the Phyſician. Pe, 
Good God forgive us all! Look after her, 
Remove from her the Means of all Annoyance, 


s And fill keep Eyes upon her; ſo good night. 

„ 40. My Mind ſhe'as “ mated, and amaz'd my Sight: 

1 . I think, but dare not ſpeak. PT 
1 0 Gent. Good- — "oy Dodo. | [Exent, 

rr al 4 Field BEN a Weed at 2 


ou a 4 e Caine Angus, 1 and Seldiers. 


5 YI Ment. The Exgliſb Power is near, led on by Malccim, 
Ulis Uncle Savard, and the good Macduff.. | 
Per. "Revenges burn in them; for their dear Cauſes. 
+ Would to the bleeding and the Zim Alarnr 
"= 1 the mortified. Man. 
d. 4 Near Birnam Woqd'. | 
# np Prall we well meet them; that Way are they coming. 
Catb. Who knows if Domailbain be with his Brother 2˙ 
Lien. For certain, Sir, he is not: I've a File 
= fall the Gentry ; there. is Seyavard's Son, 
744 1, And many ünruffd Youths, that even now. 
leep, of Proteſt their firſt of Manhood. 
— 4 Ment. What does the Tyrant?“ 


Cath. Great Dunſinane he ſtrongly fortifes; 
5 by. Some fay he's Mad: Others that tefler hate him 


D Po call it valiant Fury ; but for certain, 
Hille cannot buckle his diſtemper'd Cauſe 
3ate: Within the Belt of Rule. 
and. Ag. Now do's he fecl 9 5 = 
vhats lis ſecret Murthers ſticking on his Hands; NONE - _ 


XX»: * conguer'd'or Jubduc'd. 


This Line omitted in all but. the ff Baltion in Falls, 
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New minutely, Revolts upbraid his Faith breach ;. | J | he 


v»rill Birnam Wood remove to Dunſinane, 


Was he not born of Woman ? Spirits that know 
All mortal Confequences, have pronounced t: 


„ Shall Cer have Power upon thee.- 


The Mind I ſway by, and the Heart I bear, 
Shall never ſagg with doubt, nor ſha ke with fear. 


The Devil damn the black, thou cream-fac'd Lon: = Tt 


Thou Lilly-liver'd Boy. What Soldiers, Patch ? 


Thoſe he commands, move only in Command, 874: 
Nothing in love; now does he feel his Title 1 8 
Hang looſe about him, like a. Gans Robe Res = 7 7 
| Upon a dwarkfh Thief. 3 
Mint. Who then ſhall bam „ 
His peſter'd Senſes to recoyl, and ſtart, ; ... Wi! 
When all thats within him does denen na 
elf, for being there?! — Is f 
| Gath. Well, march we on, Lag . 1 
To give Obedience where tis truly wd: = TT 
Meet we the Medicine of the fickly Weal, _ . T 
And with him, pour we, in our IRE 8 Purge, 's . C 
Each drop of us. == 27 v 
Len. Or ſo much as it RY 83 4 | 
To dew the Sovereign Flower, aud drown the Weeds. Fw ©, 
Make. we our March towards Birnam. 5 . , a8, 
5 C EN E III. 
f : HE Dun nane. 


Enter Ma cherh, Doctor, ant Attendants, 
 Maek. Bring me ng more Reports, let them fly all; 


I cannot taint with Fear. What's the Boy Malle 9 


« Fear not Macbeth, no Man that's bora of Woman wy 
-Fly falſe Thang, = 


And mingle with the Erg//b Epicures. 


Enter 4 Serwant. 


Where got'{ thou that Gaoſe-look? | 
Ser. "There are ten thouſand=—— 
Mach. Geeſe, Villain? 

Ser. Soldiers, Sir. 


Mach. Go, prick thy Face, end over-red thy Fear, 
Dea a 


Le VfC92 
Com ; 


The 


19G Death of cb Soul! hol Linnen Cheeks of thine 


Are Counſellors to Fear. What Soldiers, Whey face 4 
Ser. The Engliſo Force, ſo pleaſe you. 


Mach. Take thy Face hence Sexron / = am ſick. 
5 1 ek. E 
When I behold- Seyton / 1 ſay . -this Pufh 


Will cheer me ever, or diſeaſe me now. 
Ils have liv'd long enough : My way of Life 
Is fall'n into the Sear, the yellow Leaf: 

And that which ſhould accompany old Age, 
4 1 As Honour, Love, Obedience, Troops of Friends, 
4 muſt not look to have; but in their ſtead, 
. . Curſes not loud but deep. Mouth-honour, Breath: 
„ Which the poor Heart would fain deny, and dare not. 
—_ Enter Seyton. | 
ds. * 2» Sey. What is your gracious Pleaſure 2. 
09% Mach. What News more; 
Sey. All is confirm'd, my Lord, which was repor ted. 
3 Mack. PHI fight, *till from my Bones my Fleſh is hackt, 
Y Lire me my Armour. 
Sey. Tis not needed yet. 
1 Mach. PH put it oe: | 
veend out more Horſes, skirre the Country round, 
all : Hang thoſe that talk of Fear. Give me mine Armour. 
1 Hou does s your Patiens Doctor? 
2? Doc. Not ſo ſick, my Lord, | 
8 3 As the is troubled with thick-coming Fe ancies, 
That keep her from her Reſt. 
4 Macb. Cure her of that: 
1 „ C2nft thou not miniſter to Minds diſeaſed, 
0 Pluck from the Memory a rooted Sorrow, 
Raze out the written Troubles of the Brain; 
1 1 £ 4 101 with ſome ſweet oblivious Antidote, 
„ f ++ Cleanſe the full Boſome of that perilous faſt 
n: Which weighs upon the Heart? | 
: 3 + Dog. Therein the Patient 
= Muſt miniſter unto himſelf. tel 
5 * Mach. Throw Phyſick to. the Dogs, PII none of it 
Come, put my Armour on, give me my Staff. 
Leto, ſend out Doctor, the Thaxes fly from me 
1 Come, Sir, diſpatch If thou eouldſt, Doctor, caſt 
he Water of my Land, And her Diſeaſe, | 2 


x 
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And purge it to a ſound and priſtine Health, | 
I would appiaud thee to the very Echo, _ 
That ſhould applaud: again. Pul't off, I ſay 
What Ruburb, Senna, or what purgative N 1 
Would ſcour theſe Engl je hence ? hear'ſt thou of them: But l 
Doct. Ay, my good Lord; Your MEIN 1 Preparation e 
Makes us hear ſomething. 
Macb. Bring it after me; 
J will not be afraid of Death and Bane, 
a 4 ill Birnam Foreſt come to Durſinane. 
* Dodt. Were I from Dunſinane away, and clear, 48 
TION again ſhould hardly draw me here. | [ Excart 


8. C EN E IV. 
| _ - Birnam 7 ood: 


Enter Malcolme, Seyward, Macduff, Sey ward"; Sen, 5 4 
N 7 Galnels, Angus, and Soldiers N A L 

L 75 

93 * Mac 


ns Couſl n, I hope the Days are near at Hand 
That Chambers will be ſafe. 
„ Ment, Weden:t it nothing: 
Sey. What Wood is this before us? 
Ment. The Wood of Birnam. _ 
Mal Let every Soldier hew him down a Bough; . 
And bear't before him; thereby ſhall we ſhadow 
'The Numbers of our Holt, and make Dien 7 
wr in Report of us. 
Sold. It ihall be done. : 
. We learn no other but the confident Ty vrant 
Keeps ſtill in Dunſinane, and will endure. 
Our ſetting down betore't. 
Mal. Lis his main Hope: 
For where there is Advantage to be given, 
Both more and Jeſs hath given him the Revolt ; 5 
And none ſerve with him but conſtrained Things, 
. Whoſe Hearts are abſent too. 
Macd. + Let our juſt Cenſures 
_ Attend the true Event, and put we on: 
Induſtrious ſoldierſhip. 


+ Set our brſt G enfares bare 1 
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Sex. The time approaches, 
That will with due Deciſion make us know . 
"What we ſhall ſay we have, and what we owe 

b 'hought ſpeculative their unſure hopes relate, 3 

But certain Iſſue, ſtrokes muſt arbitrate. 
Towards which, advance the Wat:  [Exeunt marching, 


| i -SCENE"V-- = | 
- Dunfruane. | j 


* nter Macbeth, Seyton, _—_ Soldiers avith Beine and i 
1 Colours. i 
nt A Mach. Hang out our Banners on the outward Walls | 
i The cry is ſtill, Hey core: Our Caſtles Strength 
Will laugh a Siege to ſcorn. Here let them lie, 
Tin Famine and the Ague eat them up: 
Pere they not + reinforced with thoſe that ſhould be ours, 
» We might have met them dareful, Beard to Beard, 
| ., nd beat them backward Home. What is that Noiſe ; 
13 | [A ery wvithin of Women. 
a 555 It 3s mh: Cry of Women, my good Lord. 
5 * Mach. J have almoſt forgot the taſte of Fears: 
I Me time has been, my Senſes would have cool'd 
Jo hear a Shrielc, and my fell of Hair 
Would at a diſmal Treatiſe roaze, and ſtir 
Life were in't. I have ſupt fall with Horrors, 
Hireneſs familiar to my flaughterous Thoughts 
—Kannet once ſtart me. Wherefore was that Joy f 
Sey. The Queen is dead. 
| * Mach. She ſhould have dy d hereafter ; 3 
here w ould have been a time for ſuch a Word, 


l = 
* Y 
8 


2 


0 © Tot 


£6 for re ee 15 
He, 1 T auſly Death. 
54 5 8 . 
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«© Told by an Ideot, full of Sound and F h 
“ Signifying nothing! 
| Enter a Meſſenger. 7 
Thou com ſt to uſe thy Tongue: T b Story quickly. | i 1 
Mef. My gracious Lord, FS / 
1 ſhould report that which I fay 1 fav, 
But know not how wo do't. 
Mach. Well, ſay it, i 
Mes. As I did ſtand my watck upon the Hill, 
1 look'd toward Birnam, and anon methoughe 
The Wood began to move. 5 
Macb. Liar, and Slave? [Striking hin. 1 
Meſ. Let me endure your Wrath, ift be not ſo: 
Within this three Mile you may ſee it coming? ? 
I fay, a moving Grove. 1 
Macb. If thou ſpeak'ſt falſe, © | | + 
Upon the next Tree ſhalt thou hang alive 4108 


Till Famine cling thee : If thy Speech be ſooth, = > 
I care not if thou doſt for me as much 1 Than 7 
I pull in Reſolution, and begin $ Mac 
To doubt th* Equivocation of the Fiend, 2 I i 
That lies like Truth. Fear not, *till 1 Wal 1 
« Do come to Dunſinane, and now a Wood A * Wore h 
Comes towards Dunfinane. Arm, arm, and out! 1 2470 
If this which he avouches do's appear, Jo. 8: 


There is no flying hence, nor tarry ing here; ; 
I 'gin to be weary of the Sun, 
«« And wiſh the State o'th* World were now undone, | | 
„ Ring the alarm Bell, blow Wind, come wrack, 
At leaſt we'll die with harneſs on our Back. nl] 


SCENE vi 

| Before Duaünabe. 55 5 aon b. 
"Jaw Maleolme, Sey ward, Macduff, and their | 1 T Wife 
Ariny, with Boughs, T 1 

Mal, Now near enough: you leavy Screcns 8 4 F . d 
down, 3 ſe 

And ſhew lke thoſe you. are, You (worthy Uncle) | * F. a 
Shall with my Couſin, your right noble Son, — this g 
Lead our firſt Battle. Brave Macduff and we bit | Ms bry 
Shall take upon's what elſe remains to da, A or; 
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8 ceording to our Order. 

= Seryw. Fare you well: 

| 9 et us but find the Tyrant's Power Tonight, 
Let us be beaten, if we cannet fight. 

acd. Make all our Trumpets peak, give them all 

Breath, 

IN hoſe clam'r rous is Harbingers of Blood and Death. Exe. 


| [Alarums continued. 


V. 
P 


5 Enter Macbeth. | 
1 Macb. They ye ty'd me to a Stake, I cannot fly, l 
But Bear- like T muſt flght the Corſe: What's ne 
That was not born of Woman ? ſuch a one | 
Am I to fears or none. 
"0 Enter yourg Seyward.. 

oi # Seo, What b thy, Name? 


* q | 7% 4555 No; though .£ thou call thyſelf a Worte 
Name | : 
han any is in Hell. 
Mach. My Name's Macbeth. 
V. Sep, The Devil ane could not pronounce: a 
Title 
F 3 Wore hateful to mine Ear. 
2 Aach. No, nor more fearful. 
77. Sexw. Thou lyeſt | abhorred Tyran with my 
YN Sword ; 
I prove the Lye thou ſpealeſt. 
4 Fight, and young Se rd's ain. 
ans "om Thou waſt bort 2 Woh ns is / 
15-Y It Swords I imile at, Weapons laugh to Scorn, _ 
L x: Candiſh'd by Man that's of a Woman born, Exit, 
Alarums. Enter Macduff. | 
U That Way the Noiſe is: Tyrant ſhew thy Face, 
i thou be'ſt ſlain, and with no Stroke of mine, 
Jab 1 Wife and Childrens Ghoſts will haunt me ſtill. 
Te Ennot ſtrike at wretched Kernes, whole Arms * 
Re ai > hir'd to bear their Staves: Or thou Macbeth, 
; * "Or Leie my Sword with an unbatter'd Edge | 
Un i Peath again undeeded. There thou ſhoul@ſt 3 
i great Clatter, one of greateſt Note 
L ms bruited, Let me find him, Fortune! 


ON: " WE more 1 beg not. Exit, Aarum. 
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| Enter Malcolm and Seyward. 1 5 W 
| Seywo, This Way, my Lord, the Caſtle's gent! y ret pa 
der'd: / * 
The Tyrant's People on both ſides do fight. == . 
The noble Hanes do bravely in the War, | o 
Ihe Day almoſt itſelf profeſſes yout's, e Ane 
And little is to do. | he 
Mal. We've met with Foes. SD ine 
That ſtrike beſide us. et 
Sexw. Enter, Sir, the Caſtle. [Exeunt. Harun,» th. 
| | 1 d 

-SGENE VII. * 

Enter Macbeth. 


Mack. Why ſhould I play the Roman Fool, and dit 


| mine own Sword ? Whilſt I ſee ew, the Gabs | 
D upon them, FI « 
| To him, enter Macduff 2 
| Macd. Turn Hell-Hound, turn. = > WP 
___ Mach. Of all Men elſe J ave avoided thee: o pre 
But get thee back, my Soul is too much charg "= Ma. 
With blood of thine already. | Lo o 
Macd. I've no Words, | 
My Voice is in my Sword! thou bloodfer Villian | He on! 
Than Terms can give thee out. .Z Ln: Ala, un The w. 
Mach. Thou loſeſt Labour, Ii the 
As eaſy may'ſt thou the intrenchant Air Di lik 
With thy keen Sword impreſs, as make me bleed; | © Gow 
Let fall thy Blade no vulnerable Crefts, Koe. 
I bear a charmed Life, which muſt not yeid--' - of 
Jo one of Woman born. Mug no 
* Macd. Deſpair thy Charm, N {Rath | 
And let the Angel whom thou Rill haſt or yd | N Serre. 
Tell thee, Macduff was from his Mother” s Womb Ce. 
Urtimely rip'd. by Seraw. 
Mach. Accurſed be that Tongue that tell me ſo ? 7 


For it hath cow'd my better Part of Man: 
And be theſe jugling Fiends no more beliey' g. 

That palter with us in a double Senſe; : 
That keep the Word of Promiſe to our Ear, | 
And break it to our Hope. I'll not fight with thee. n Wo: du. 
Macd. Then yeild thee, Coward, | | N "4 ſay 
An d live to be tke . and gue: oth Time: Vi bi U 
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woll have thee, as our rarer Monſters are, | 
3 1 Painted upon a Pole, and under-writ, 
Here may you ſee the Tyrant. 
4 7 Mach. I'll not yield {0 
7 ws To kiſs the Ground before young Malcobn' $ 'F cet, 
And to be baited by the Rabbles Curſe. 
I hough Birnam Wood be come to Dunſinane, 
Ind thou oppos' d, being of no Woman born: 
rer! will try the laſt. Before my Body, 
„ I throw my warlike Sheild. Lay on Macdufp, 
_ And damn'd be „er that firſt cries hold, enough. 
I „ [E xeunt Kala, Hlarums 


1 S CEN E VIII. 


zal Retreat and Flour iſp, Enter with Drum and Calo, Mal- 
3 colm, Seyward, Rofle, Thanes, and Soldiers. 
Mal. I would the Friends we miſs were ſafe arriv'd. 
Feyav. Some mult go off: And yet by theſe I ſee, 
So great a Day as this is cheaply bought. 
Mal. Mackduff is miſſing, and your noble Son. 
Raſſe. Your Son, my Lord, has paid a Soldiers 
CN Debt; 


= 0 " 
8 N 
. 


5 Ec only liv'd but till'd he was a Man, 

Zarun, The which no ſooner had his Prow'ſs confirm'd, 
| Tn the unſhrinking Station where he fought, 

| hut! like a Man he dy'd. 

1: | Sw. Then is he dead ? | 
LL Roſe. Ay, and brought off the F 121d Your Cauſe 
of Sorrow 
| Muſt not be meaſur'd by his Warth, ber then 

FE It hath no End. 

Ferro. Had he his Hurts before | ? 
ab | Safe.” Ay, on the Front. 
| %;ww. Why then, God's Soldier be he ! 

ſo? Had Jas many Sons as J have Hairs, 

ou d not wiſh them to a fairer Death: 

Ad ſo his Knell is knoll'd. | 

Aal. He's worth more Sorrow, 

8 that I'll ſpend for him. 

Sevo. He's worth no more 

: = ſay he parted well, and paid his Score, 

; bg be with him. Here comes newer Comfort. 


1 thee. 


We Ul 
> 
y © 


| Vi hoſe Voices I defire aloud with mine, 
Hail King of Scotland! 


70 The Tragedy of Mach. 
Enter Macduff with Macbeth' Head. * 

Maca. Hail, King! for ſo thou art. Behold, Where 
ſtands W 
Th Uſurper's curſed Head; the Time is free: 5 


I ſee thee compaſt with thy Kingdom's Peers, . 
That ſpeak my Salutation in their Minds: = 


All. Hail King of Scotland! © [Fl urif 
Mal. We fhall not ſpend a large Expence of Time, | 
Before we reckon with your ſev'ral loves, 
And make us even with you. Thane; and Kinſmen 
Henceforth be Earls, the firſt that ever Scotland 
In ſuch an Honour nam'd. What's more to do 
Which would be planted newly with the Time, 
As calling home our exil'd Friends abroad 


That fled the Snares of watchful Tyranny, 


Producing forth the cruel Miniſters _ 

Of this dead Butcher, and his Fiend-like Queen ; ; 
(Who, as 'tis thought, by ſelf and violent Hands 
Took off her Life ; } this, and what necdful elſe 
That calls upon us, by the Grace of + Heaven, 
We will perform in Meaſure, Time and Place: 
So thanks to all at once, and to each one, 

Whom we invite to ſee us crown'd at Scone. 


1 lourifh. 2 xeurt ene 1 


I 


+ grace, 
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2 Following ig the Muſic c as A a 
In the Tragedy of MEACBETH. . 


Mus1c in the Second ACT. 
Set by Mr. LEVERIDGE. 


E. nter feveral Vite hes. 


- 7 2 PEAK, Sifter---is the Deed done? 


| 24. Long ago, long ago; 
Above twelve Glaſſes ſince have run; 


Oslo, but fllowin 


* 1 = : 
S: 


34. Ill Deeds are ſeldom flow, | 
g Crimes on former wait, 
4th. The worſt of Creatures anten propagate.: 
Many more Murders mutt this o. c enſue ; 3 
Dread Horrors ſtill abound, 
And ev'ry Place furround;. 
As if in Death were found 
Propagation too, 
2d. He muſt! _ 
3d. He ſhall! | 
1/7. He will ſpill much more Bl 00d, 
And become worſe to make his Title good; 


Cho, He will, he will fpill much more Blood, 


5 - And become wars. to make his Title le good. 


e e * 21 5 2 nr FE, 


: 
DT of jets 22 re 
n . : 4 
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1. Nov let's e 
2d. Agreed. 

Zad. Agreed, 

4th. Agreed, 

All. Agrecd. 
Cho. We ſhould rejoice when good Kings bleed. 
When Cattle die about, about we go; 
When Lightning, and dread Thunder, 
Rend ſtubborn Nocke! in ſunder, 

And fill the World with Wonder, 
* hat thould we do:? 


Cho. 


. a 
— nn a » 
a \ * ; — — 12 
A 1 


Cho. Rejoice —— we ſhould rejoice. ; : BY 


Che. Where till the Mill-clack does keep tire, a 2 


Che. We dance to th' Echoes of our Feet. 


Cho. At the Night Ravens diſmal Voice, 


Che. Rejoice we ſhou'd rejoice. 
When Winds and Waves are warring, 
| Farthquakes the Mountains tareing, 15 
And Monarchs die deſparing 
What ſhou'd we do?) EE 


| J. 

1/, Lets have a Dance upon the Heath, _ 
We gain more Life by Duncan's Death, . 

2d. Sometimes like brinded Cats we ſhew, „ 
Having no Muſick but our Mew, 
To which we dance in ſome old Mill, 1 
Upon the Hopper, Stone or Wheel; 
To ſome. old Saw or bardiſh Rhime, Pp W. 


2 


II. a s * He 

Sometimes about a hollow Tree, 1 

Around, around, around dance we; = 
T hither the chirping Crickets come, = 37 


And Beetlos ſing in drowiy Hum : 2 
Sometimes we dance o'er Ferns or Furs, 5 
To Howls of Wolves, or Barks of Cr ” 9 
Or if with none of theſe we meet, ZE No 


When others tremble we rejoice, 
And nimbly, nimbly dance we ſtill, 


To th' Echoes from a hollow Hill, [Fx 


5 Spi. Hecate, Hecate,-----come away 


tine. 


0 1 Now Pm furniſhed for my Flight 3 


Us! 9 + We fly by night mont er 2d of Spirits 


8 705 Shi. Hecate, Ffecates 


5 - 00 
- WHY 5 
[ 0) 4 Y 


EV ere” 8. Puckle s 4 
= Hi. Here. 
: 2 Hee, Where's Stradling ? 
"= She, Here; 


3 Voc. Come away, comeaway, make up th account. 


1410 ſing, to dance, to toy and kiſs. 


Mous1c m the Third A C T. 
"Water Hecate, Sc. 
Saris in the Cluds call. 


ic, Hark, hark, I'm call'd 


My little merry airy Spirit ſee, 
Sits in a foggy Cloud and waits for mc. 


Thy chirping Voice I = 
So pleaſing to my Ear 

At which I Poſt away, 
With all the Speed I may, 


And Hopper too, and Hellway too. 


We want but you, we want but you. 


Verſ. With new fall'n due, 
From Church-yard Yew, 
I will but noint and then 1 11 mount. 


Swmphony whilſt Hecate places i in the Machine, 1 
Now I] go, and now I fly, | oo 
Malkin my ſweet Spirit and I, 
O what a dainty Pleaſure's ths, 
Jo fail in the Air 
When the Moon ſhines faix, 


Over Woods, high Rocks, and Mountains; 
Over Hills and mifty Fountains ; 

Over Steeples, Tow'rs and Turrets, 

We fly by Night 'mongſt troops of Spirits 


(Exit. 
4 0 2 
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A CT Fourth. 
Muſic at the Cauldron. 


the 


Enter Hecate, and all | the IWitches. 
iff. Black Spirits and white, 


24, -------Red Spirits and gray 
2 "EM Mingle, mingle, mingle you that mingt 
JR I 


3d. Tiffin, Tiffin 
Keep it ſtiffin. 
4th. Fire drake Pucky 
Make it lucky. 


5th. Liard Robin 


You muſt bob in. 


Cho. Round, around, around, around about. 


All 11 come running in, al! Good keep ou. 


1/2. Here's s the ke! of a Batt. 
Hec. O, put in that. 
24, Here's Lizards Brain. 
Hec. Put in a Grain 
34. Here's juice of Toad, 
4th, ------Here's oy] of N 
Which will make the Charm grow madzucþ 


Hec. To add to theſe and raiſe a pois' nous Stendlf 


Here----heres three Ounces; of a red bai. re | N | 
[Wenct| 3 


Cho. Round, around, around, around about, 


All Ill come running in, all Good keep u 
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